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PREFACE. 



There are so many translations in prose and in verse of 
this work that the present translator is almost reluctant 
to add to the list. He ventures to do so, however, 
as the translation of both parts has occupied him for a 
long time, as there are friends who wish to see it in a printed 
form, as his aim has been to render the German very 
closely, and as he feels somewhat en<?ouraged by the 
sentiment expressed by Maffei, pre-eminent amongst 
the Italian translators of this Drama — ^who thus gener- 
ously welcomes every labourer in such a field : — 
" Dei grandi autori stranieri non nuocciono le interpre- 
" tazioni e le traduzioni diverse, ma perch^ ciaschedun 
" traduttore. vi mette a dir cosi una parte della sua in- 
** dividualitk, cosi V opera tradotta irraggiandosi di luci 
" varie, acquista un unico e maggiore splendore." 
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DEDICATION 



Again ye flitting shades approach ye near ! 

On my dim gaze that broke in early day. 
Essay I well this time to hold you here ? 

Feel I my heart, that fancy still obey ? 
Ye thronging come— then well 1 assume your sway, 

As ye from mist and vapour round me rear ; 
My heart feels stirred as in its youthful vein 
By magic breath exhaling round your train*^^ 

Image of happy times ye bring along. 

And many a shade beloved doth rise to view : 
Like an old half expiring legend song, 

First love, and friendship — they uprise with you ; 
Sorrow is fresh, the wailing doth renew 

Over life's mazy course, so warped to wrong, 
And names kind friends, who of fair hours of glee 

Defrauded, disappeared, and leaving me. 

A 



DEDICATION. 

The Strains that follow hence — they may not list, 

The souls to whom I sung my early lay, 
The throng of friends have vanished like the dust, 

And the first echo — ^ah ! hath died away. 
To unknown crowds my song rings out to-day, 

Their plaudits even give my heart distrust ; 
And those who once had pleasure in my verse, 

If yet they live, through the wide world disperse. 

A longing, long unwont, now grasps my mind 
Unto that hushed, and solemn spirit-sphere ; 

My lisping strain in accent imdefined. 
Like harp of Eolus, is hovering here : 

A shuddering holds me, tear is chasing tear. 
Softened the stem heart feels itself, and kind. 

What I possess, as in afar I see ; 

What vanished hath, becomes, Reality to me. 



PRELUDE. 

IN THE THEATRE. 

DIRECTOR — THEATRICAL POET — ^JESTER. 

Director, 

Ye two, in trouble and in need, 
My friends, so often wont to stand, 
Say now, how in the German land, 

Thinjt ye, may our attempt succeed ? 

I would wish much the people's taste were met, 
- In special, 'cause they live and let us live. 

The posts, the boards, are all in order set, 
A fSte to each expect they that we give : 

Patient they sit, with their raised eyebrows there. 

And with astonishment they long to stare. 

The people know I to conciliate — 
But so embarrassed did I never feel ; 



PRELUDE. 

'Tis true they are not used to what's first-rate, 

But they have read ! have read a monstrous deal. 
How manage we, that all be fresh and new, 
And while significant, be pleasant too ? 
I gladly see the crowd, I must disclose, 

When to our booth in torrents near they stress. 
And when, with violent repeated throes. 

Through mercy's narrow gate they forward press, 
By the clear day-light, clock not yet at four, 

To the pay-box, by shoving, force their way. 
And, as in famine at a baker's door. 

For but one ticket break their necks would they. 
This marvel in such divers folk alone. 
The poet works ; to-day, friend, be it done ! 



Poet, 

Speak not to me about that motley throng ; 

At sight of them our genius takes to flight ! 
Veil me that crowd, that as they wave along. 

To the gulf draw us, did we what we might. 

To calm celestial nook my steps invite. 



PRELUDE. 5 

Where pure joy blooms alone to child of song ! 

Where love and friendship, blessings of the heart, 

With hand divine create, and tending care impart, 
Alas ! from the deep heart what bursteth forth, 

That which the lip but lisped in coyish tone 
(Worth nothing now, and now perchance of worth). 

The force of the wild moment swallows down. 
Often, and long years traversed, then alone 

Doth it appear in form of perfect birth. 
Bom for the passing hour what glittereth most, 
The genuine bides to aftertime, unlost. 



Jester, 

All prate of aftertime would I be spared, 
Suppose to speak about it that I cared. * 

Who would divert the world that is ? 
'Twill have diversion, and such should be had. 
Present upon the boards a clever lad 

Is to my mind a something not amiss. 
He who knows, well at ease, to play his part, 

By the crowd's humour ne'er can nettled be ; 



PRELUDE. 

A vast assemblage covets he, 
With the more certainty to move the heart. 
Therefore, be sharp, set an example fit ; 

Fancy, with all her choruses, give you. 
Of sentiment, of passion, reason, wit : 

But, mark you well, there must be foolery too. 



Director, 

Enough of action give especially ! 

They come to look — like, above all, to see — 
If much before the eye spin off, you should. 

So that the crowd may in amazement stare — 
Then have you reached the proper latitude. 

And a much cherished man you are. 
By bulk the bulk can you alone subdue — 

For self, at last each singles somewhat out ; 
Who brings much, something brings to not a few ; 

All leave the house, content with what they got. 
Give you a piece ! in pieces give it too ! 
You must succeed in such a like Ragout ; 

Easy to play, as easy to invent. 



PRELUDE. 



To what avail a work in whole present ! 
Pick it to pieces will the house for you. 



Poet 



You feel it not, how vile is such a trade ! 

How little with true art it doth comport ! 
The bungling by your pretty gentry made 

A settled maxim is with you, in short ! 



Director. 

Reproach like this offends me not ; a man 
Who, to do work effectively, may plan, 
Must stick by implements that are most fit-^ 
Bethink you ! but soft wood you have to split, 
And just look there and see for whom you write ! 
Whilst this one, doth mere irksomeness invite. 
That, gorged from overladen board hath come, 
And what the worst of all is, to my sight, 
Full many drop in from the reading-room. 
Thinking of other things, as to a masquerade 



8 PRELUDE. 

They haste to us. 'Tis curiosity, 

And that alone accelerates their speed. 

Of selves and dress the ladies make parade, 

And play their parts, too, without salary. 

Why should you dream about your poet height ? 

How hold you a crammed house in joyous mood ? 
Our patrons there, just keep them close in sight ! 

One half indifferent, the other rude. 
One, our play over, hopes at cards to play ; 

One, a lewd night upon some damsel's breast. 
Why will ye, ye poor fools, I say. 

The graceful muses for such end molest ? 
I tell you, give but more and more, more ever, ever ; 

Then are you never from your aim awry. 

Keep but the people in perplexity, 
For to content them were a hard endeavour — 

But what attacks you ? Pain or ecstasy ? 



Foet 

Away ! and seek thou out another slave ! 
The highest privilege which nature gave. 



PRELUDE. < 

The right of manhood — ^it, indeed, were well 
The poet forfeit wantonly for thee ! 
By what power stir each several heart doth he ? 

How doth he every element compel ? 
Not by accord, that from his breast doth start, 
And swallow back the world into his heart ? 

Whilst nature winding, on the spindle binds. 
Heedless, the length eternal of the thread. 

Whilst jarring throng, of all existing kinds, 
Untempered ring in jumbling medley led. 

What ranks the flowing, ever equal train. 
So quickening, that it moves in rhythm chime ? 

Doth to one consecrated whole, constrain 
The single parts to beat in stately time ! 

What bids the storm of passion raging tear 
The evening red in solemn import glow ? 

What of the spring-time every blossom fair 
Doth on the pathway of the loved one strew ? 

What weaves the worthless leaves of green, in guise 
Of honour's wreath, for worth in every field? 

Assures Olympus, — to the gods allies ? 
The power of man on poet's lip revealed. 



lO PRELUDE. 

Jester, 

So use them, then^ those charming powers, 

And drive that poet trade of yours. 

As we a love adventure drive. 

By chance he meets her — feelings are alive ; 

He stays — he gets entangled by degrees. 

His bliss increases, then opposed he is ; 

He is enraptured — then comes anguished care - 

Quite a romance — ere you are well aware ! 

Now such a tragedy, just give us one ! 

Grasp but the real run of human life ; 
All live it — not to many is it known. 

Where'er you clutch — the interest is rife. 
Gay coloured fancies, little clear, give you — 
Of error much — a spark of what is true — 
The best of drink is brewed in such a wise 
That all the world regales and edifies. 
Then gathers in of youth the fairest bloom, 

To hear your play, and list your revelation — 
Each tender heart, for melancholy gloom 

Seeketh its nutriment from your narration. 
This feeling now, now that, is set astir. 



PRELUDE. XX 

And each one feels what doth his heart prefer : — 
To weep, to laugh, all ready at command — 

Thy flights they honour, in the pomp delight, 
You can do nothing with your practised hand ; 

The embryo youth is grateful for the sight. 



Poet, 

So give to me the times again, 

In embryo when myself was I ; 
When sprung fresh forth the heart-felt strain 

From foimtain that was never dry. 
Whilst mists as yet the world had veiled : 

Whilst bud yet spake mysterious powers. 
And I yet plucked the thousand flowers 
That every valley richly filled. 
1 nothing had, and yet enough I deem. 
Truth impulse, longing for illusive dream — 
Ever untamed, those instincts give 

The happiness deep charged with pain — 
The power of hate, the might of love. 

Give me my days of youth again ! 



12 PRELUDE. 

Jester, 

This youth thou need'st, perhaps, good friend, 

When foemen press s^ainst thee in the fight, 
When the most charming maidens wind 

Their arms around thy neck, with passion's might, 
When from afar, the wreath for rapid race 

From the goal beckons, that is hard to gain. 
When after giddy dance, at furious pace. 

You spend your nights in banqueting and wine ; 
But the lyre cords of high repute. 

With vigour and with grace to sway. 
Unto an aim by self marked out, 

To sweep o'er graceful faults away. 
That is your province — ye of hoary head, 

Therefore to you is not less honour shown ; 
Old age doth not make childish, as 'tis said, 

It finds us genuine children still, alone. 

Director, 

Of words sufficient the exchange, 
Let me at last see work begun, 



PRELUDE. 13 

Whilst you your compliments arrange 

Something that's useful, might be done. 
Your poesy why prate so much about ? 

To him who loiters ne'er appear doth she, 
Just give yourselves for poets out, 

And so command ye, poesy. 
Ye know what 'tis that we require, 
To sip strong drink is our desire, 
Now brew it me without delay. 
Not done to-morrow what's not done to-day. 
What's feasible, resolve should dare 
To grasp, quick, bravely by the hair — 
Then will it not the clutch let go. 
And works on, 'cause it must do so ; 
Upon our German stage, you know, 
Each what he can is wont to try, 

Therefore, to-day, 

Don't spare me, pray. 
Or prospects or machinery. 
Use you the great, the little heavenly light — 
Of stars be lavish to your heart's desire. 
Of precipices — water — fire ; 



14 PRELUDE. 

Of beasts and birds, there is supply complete. 
Thus in the narrow boarded house, let stride 
Creation out, as in its circle wide — 
Travel with speed considered well — 
From heaven, right through the world, to helL 



1 



PROLOGUE 



IN HEAVEN. 



THE LORD — HEAVENLY HOSTS — AFTERWARDS 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 



Raphael, 

The sun his ancient music pealeth, 
Kin spheres in rival song, amid, 

And his commanded course fulfilleth, 
With swiftness of the thunder tread. 

His glance on angels, strength, bestoweth, 
Though search him out, no angel may ; 

The lofty works, whose ways none knoweth, 
Are grand, as on the t)rimal day. 



1 6 PROLOG VE. 

Gabriel, 

And fleet with fleetness measureless, 
The stately earth revolves around 

Altem, the shine of Paradise, 

And the deep awe of night profound. 

Up foameth, in broad flood-tide motion, 
The ocean at the rocVs deep base, 

And hurried on are rock and ocean, 
In everlasting, swift sphere race. 

MichaeL 

And storms in rival roar are striving 
From shore to sea — from sea to shore, 

And in their wrath a woof are weaving 
All, all, around, of deepest power. 

Before the thimder-peal's career. 
Destruction, flashing, flames away ; 

But, Lord, thy messengers revere 
The placid progress of thy day. 




PROLOGUE. 17 

The ITiree. 

Strength to the angels thy glance giveth, 
' Though search Thee out, no angel may : 
Thine every lofty work yet liveth 
August, as on the primal day. 

Mephistophdes* 

Whilst Thou, O Lord, approachest once again, 

And how it fareth with us dost demand, 
As heretofore, in general Thou wert fain 

To see me — see me mid thy servants stand : 
Forgive me ! — I can't speak in lofty style. 

Though the whole circle even should deride — 
My pathos, know I well, would make thee smile, 

Hadst thou not wont of smiling laid aside. 
I nothing know to say of worlds and sun — 
I only see how man is drudging on : 
The world's small god is of same stamp alway, 
And is as odd as was he the first day. 
A little better live, indeed he might ; 
But for thy gift — Reflex of Heavenly light. 

B 



1 8 PROLOGUE. 

He calls it Reason — useth it, doth he — 
Only more brutal than all brutes to be. 
I deem him — ^with permission of your Grace — 
Like one of the long-legged grasshopper race, 
That ever flies, and ever flying springs, 
Whilst his old carol in the grass he sings. 
Would in the grass he ever might repose ! 
In every filth he buries down his nose. 

The Lord. 

And hast thou, then, no more than this to say ? 

Comest thou only to accuse alway? 

Right, on the earth for thee — ndught is there ! Never? 

Mepkistopheies. 

No, Lord, 1 find all there right bad as ever : 

I pity man in his imtoward lot. 

Poor wretch ! to plague him even, like I not. 



The Lord 
Know'st Faust ? 



PROLOGUE. 19 

Mephistophdes, 
The Doctor? 

The Lord. 



Yea ; my servant, he. 

Mephisiopheles, 

Forsooth, in a strange fashion serves he thee I 
The fool's food, drmk, not earthly seem to be. 
His fermentations drive him to the far — 

He's half aware, of his own silliness. 
He claims from heaven the finest stars that are. 

And from the earth supreme delight, no less ! 
And all the near, and all afar that lie. 
His deep impassioned heart don't satisfy. 

The Lord. 

Though he but serve me yet, bewildered so, 
To the clear light I soon will guide his way : 

The sapling greens — then doth the gardener know 
Adorning bloom, and fruit, will time display. 



to PROLOGUE. 

Mephistopheks. 

What would'st thou bet — ^thou dost not lose him still, 
Do'st thou to me permission give, 
To lead him softly on my road at will? 

The Lord. 

As long as he on earth may live, 

Thine aim thou may'st endeavour to fulfil, 

Whilst yet he striveth, man doth ever stray. 

Mephistopheks. 

For that I thank thee — with the Kfeless clay, 
IVe never gladly yet, myself distressed — 
The full, fresh cheeks — those, that I love the best. 
A corpse ! — I'm never quite at home with that, 
My fashion is, as with the mouse, the cat 

The Lord. 

No more — ^be it to thee concede — 
This spirit draw from his primeval source — 
And if thou clutch him can'st, then lead. 



PROLOGUE. a I 

Him down with thee upon thy course — 
And shrink with shame, when thou can'st not gainsay 
That a good man, with impulses obscure. 
Is ever conscious still of the right way. 

Mephistophcles. 

Good — ^but the consciousness don't long endure, 
I have no fear about the bet I laid — 
And when I to my end my way have made, 

My triumph full, then hast thou to assure ; 
Dust shall he eat, with pleasure too, 
As th^ famed Snake, my cousin, has to do. 

The Lord. 

But only here, to act, may'st thou seem free, 
I never hated those resembling thee. 
To me of the denying spirit host, 
The trickster, is not burdensome the most. 
Man's active powers too easily abate, 

For a repose unbroken, soon his lust ; 
Therefore I give him willingly a mate 
Who works, excites, as Devil, busy must. 
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But ye, the native children of the sky, 

In affluent, living beauty, be your joy ! 
May nature that works on, and life purveys 

You, to an ardent love, enchained confine, 
And that which seems to glide in wavering maze, 

Let your thought fix, as durable design. 

[Heaven closes, 
[The Archangels separc^e, 

Mephistopheles, 

I'm glad to see the Ancient now and then, 
Am careful that with Him I do not break. 

Tis very nice that a great Lord should deign. 
As man with man, to the Devil's self to speak. 



PART FIRST OF TRAGEDY. 



NIGHT. 

Fausty in a high vaulted Gothic chamber ^ restless on 

f 

his chair at his desk. 

With ardent toil, Philosophy, 

And Law, and Med'cine too ; 
Ah ! and woe's me. Theology, 

I've studied through and through. 
Yet a poor fool with all my lore. 

Not a whit wiser than before. 
I'm Master — Doctor, too, indeed. 

Up, down, athwart, awry, I lead 

Ten years my scholars by the nose, — 

We know just nothing at their close. 

This cannot but bum out my heart — 

I'm wiser than those fops, 'tis tru6, 
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Clerks, doctors, masters, priestly crew ; 

Doubts, scruples none their plagues impart, 
. Nor hell, nor devil, fear do I. 

For this reft am I of all joy, 

True knowledge I can't think I reach — 

Can't think that aught, I'm fit to teach, 

That mankind might convert, expand, — 

And then I've neither wealth nor land. 

Observance, worldly grandeur, none. 
No longer would a dog thus live. 

With magic therefore I've begun. 
In trust some secret she may give 

Through spirit utterance and power, 

That I no more with sweat-drops sour. 
To say what I know nothing of, may need, 

What holds the world together, to the core 
May know — ^behold all nature power and seed. 

Nor deal in mere word huckstering more. 
Thou full orb'd moon — oh ! might thy rays 

For the last time my torment see ! 
Oft at this desk my watching gaze 

I've raised at mid of night to thee. 
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Then o'er these books and papers here, 
Sad friend, dids't thou to me appear ; 
Ah ! could I on the mountain height, 
Stride on beneath thy loving light ; 
With spirits float round mountain cave. 
In meadows neath thy twilight wave, 
From all the fume of knowledge free, 
Bathe in thy dews till sound I be 1 
Woe I yet within this cell fast riven. 

This gloomy chamber, cursed, dead, 
Where even the blest light of heaven, 

I 

Through the stained panes, is dimly shed. 
With all this load of books constrained. 
Gnawed by the worms, o'erlaid by dust, 
I Up to the high arch ceiling thrust, 

j Stuck o'er with paper scraps, smoke stained. 

With glasses, jars, around arrayed. 

With instruments to choking crammed, 
» With antique household trash-stufif jammed. 

This is thy world — a world to call, — indeed ! 
And ask'st thou yet, within thy bosom why 
It is the heart should stagnate in distress — 
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Why pain whose source thou didst aot yet descry 

Should all activity of life oppress? 
Thou'rt not mid living nature, for whose sphere 
Man was by God created : thee do here 
Bones of dead men, brute skeletons infold 

Mid smoke and mould. — 
Flee, Up, out hence to the wide land ! 

And this mysterious book, to thee 

In Nostrodamus* proper hand, 

May it not guide sufficient be ? 
Stars in their courses wilt thou trace, 

And if by nature taught will then 
The soul power in thee mount apace, 

Whilst meet in converse, spirits twain. 
Vain thought that arid musings here, 

Explain to thee the sacred sign — 
Answer ye spirits hovering near, 

If ye have heard this voice of mine. 

[He opens the volume and contemplates the 
sign of the macrocosm. 

Ah ! at this glance what rapturous joy doth steal, 
As in a moment, through my inmost soul. 
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A fresh and healthful bliss of life { feel, 

Through every nerve and vein, new glowing roll. 
Was it a God these characters that made, 
The turmoil of my breast that still. 
This my poor heart with rapture fill, 
And with mysterious instinct skill. 
Have nature's powers around me here displayed ? 
Am I a god ? I feel so lucid, free — 

In these clear characters I see 
The working nature 'fore my soul expand — 
'Tis now the wise man's words I understand. 
" It is not barred, the spirit sway — 

Thy mind is shut — ^thy heart is dead — 
Up, son — incessant bathe away. 

The earthly breast, in morning twilight red." 

[ffe contemplates the sign. 

How all to one entirety weaves — 
How one in other, works and lives ! 
How heavenly agencies aspire, descend, 
And pass from hand to hand the bowls of gold ! 
How wings ambrosia breathing, they unfold, 



I 
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And from the heavens through earth, how pressing wend ! 
In universal harmony around, 
How they do fill the universe with sound ! 

What vision this? A vision, — ^ah, no more ! 

Where boundless Nature can I grasp thee o'er, 

Ye breasts — the source of all that lives — oh, where ? 
At you there hang the heavens and earth. 
To you press breasts in withered dearth ; 

Ye gush — ^ye give to drink — and yearn I vainly there ? 

[He turns over the volume angrily, and discovers 
the sign of the Spirit of the Earth, 

How otherwise affecteth me this sign I 
Thou art more near me. Spirit of the Earth — 
Already feel I power of higher worth, 

Already do I glow as from new wine ; 
Courage I feel into the world to dare, 
The woes of earth, the joys of earth, to bear ; 
Venture on battle with the storms that break. 
And in the crash of shipwreck neve? quake. 
Above me, it cloudeth ! 
The moon her light shroudeth ! 
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And the lamp dieth out, 
What vapoury breath about! 
Flashes red 
Dart round my head. 
From the arched roof a shuddermg flits below — 

It grasps me so ! 
I feel it Thou around me hovering art ! 
Spirit invoked by me — 
Disclose thou, thee ! 
And how it teareth, rending through my heart ! 

To feeling new. 
My every sense bestirreth through and through. 
My heart is thine with a devotion pure ; 
Thou must — thou must — were life the forfeiture ! 

iHe grasps the volume and mysteriously 
'pronounces the sign of the Spirit, The 
Spirit appears in theflame^ 

Spirit, 
Whocalleth me? 

• Faust (turning his face away). 
Thou apparition dread ! 



3° 
Spirit 

Thou hast me potently drawn here ; 
Sucking long art thou at my sphere, 
And now ? 

Faust. 

Ah ! Thee I can't abide. 

Spirit 

With gasping breath recovered, did'st thou pray 
To see me, hear my voice, behold my face I 
Inclineth me thy soul-prayers* powerful sway. 
Now am I here. What piteous terror, base, 
Grasps thee with superhuman power invest 1 
Where is thy soul's vocation ? where the breast 
That did within itself, a world create. 
Sustain, and nourish, that with joy elate 
Swelled out, with us the spirit-world to mate 1 
Where art thou, Faust, whose ringing voice I heard ? 
Thou, who to me with all thy powers hast stirred ; 
Thou, he, whose life-depths are in terror rent, 
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When of my breath around him comes the scent, 
A timorous, off-writhing worm ! 

Faust 

From thee flame fashioned, shall I shrink with fear ? 
'Tis I — my name is Faust. I am thy Peer. 

Spirit 

In the tide of life — in action storm, 

To, and fro, I move ; 

Here, there I weave, 

Birth and the grave ; 

An eternal wave, 

A changing woof, 

A glowing life. 
At Time's whirring loom, thus busied am I, 
And weave the life robe of the Deity. 

Faust 

Thou who around the ample world dost rove 
How feel I, busied spirit, kin to thee. 
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Sphit. 

Spirit thou matchest whom thou can'st conceive — 
Not me. ^Disappears, 

Faust {staggering). 

Not thee ? 

Whom then ? 

I, image of Divinity, 

And match not even thee ! 

\A knock at the door. 
Oh, Death ! 1 know it is my Famulus, 
And so my fairest fortune gone to nought ! 
The plenitude of vision I had sought. 
This barren drudge ! He interrupteth thus — 

[ Wagner in dressing-gown and night- 
cap, a lamp in his hand, Faust 
turns round angrily, 

Wagner, 

Forgive ! I hear you — ^you recite — 

*Tis truly a Greek tragedy you read. 
To gain in this art somewhat, I'd delight. 

For now-a-days it worketh much indeed 
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Oft have I heard the praise expressed — 
A player might instruct a priest 

Faust 
Yes, if the priest's a player, as may be. 

Wagner. 

Ah 1 if in our museum we're confined, 
And scarcely see the world on holiday — 
Scarce, through a telescope from far away ; 
How by persuasive eloquence can we 
Conduct the world according to oiu: mind ? 

Faust 

If t be unfelt, your efforts all are vain ; 

If from the soul it do not swell, 
And with an innate easy strain. 

Do not each listeher's heart compel. 

Sit — ever sit — together glue, 

From others' feast cook your ragout. 

c 
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The wretched flames for ever keep 
A blowing, from your poor ash-heap, 
Of child the wonder, and of ape 
If you have maw for such a meed, 
But never heart to heart you shape. 
If from the heart it don't proceed. 

Walter, 

'Tis diction gives the orator success. 
I'm far behind, yet feel it none the less. 

Faust 

Seek thou to reach an honest gain. 
Be thou no cymbal-tinkling fooL 

Judgment, just thought, themselves explain. 
With little of artistic rule ; 

With earnest purpose if you speak, 

Is*t needful after words to seek ? 
Aye ! your discourses of the sparkling kind 

That curl the scraps of poor humanity. 
Are unrefreshing as the drizzling wind, 

That through dry leaves in autumn time doth sigh, 
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Oh, Heaven ! how long is Art, 

How short is our life bound : 
Oft in my critic labours have I found 

An anxious weight on head and heart 
How hard the means, ah I is't not to apply, 

By which we climb our pathway to the source 

And ere we reach the midway of our course. 
Why, a poor devil probably may die. 

Faust 

Your parchment ! and is that the holy fount, 

From whence a draught for ever stills your thirst ? 

Refreshment win you don't, 

If from your own soul's spring it doth not burst. 

Wagmr. 
Forgive me, sir ; it is a pleasure vast, 

« 

Yourself to place in mind of ages past ; 

To see what wise men thought before our day. 

How nobly far we brought it on its way. 
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Faust 

Yea, even to the stars ! so far ! 

My friend, the ages of the past, they all 
To us a seven-sealed volume are ; 

What you the mind of those past ages call, 
Save the self mind of those wise heads, is nought,- 
Your ages, but reflection of their thought, 
Then often truly is it wearisome : 

At the first look men run from you away — 
A mere off-scouring cask, a lumber room. 

Or at the very best, a " People's Play," 
Full of pragmatic maxims so acute, 
How very well the puppet's lips they suit ! 

Wagner, 

Ah ! but the world, the heart, the soul of man 
All would of these, know gladly what they can. 

Faust 

What they call knowledge — yes. 
Who to the child can give the fitting name? 
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The few who knew some little about this, 

Who the full heart in folly did not tame, 
Their feeling, thought, to the wide world outspake, 
Have perished on the cross or at the stake. 
Tis deep now in the night — excuse me friend, 
Our converse for the present must we end. 

Wagner. 

With you discourse so learnedly to keep. 
Were I for ever glad to pass from sleep : 
To-morrow, then — 'tis the first Easter-day, — 
A few more questions do allow me, pray : 
IVe studied with all diligence, and so 
I do know much — yet all, I'd wish to know. 

[Exit 

Faust (alone). 

How from that mind should not all hope recede, 
To trifling stale that ever cleaving clings ? 

Digs after treasure with a hand of greed, 
Is happy when the search an earth-worm brings ? 

Dared such a human voice come sounding here. 
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When I was compassed by full spirit birth ! 
But; ah ! this once hast thou my thanks sincere. 

Thou very meanest of the sons of earth. 
From that despair that had my senses straight 

In ruin wrecked, thy coming tore me clear. 
The apparition was so giant great, 

A very dwarf, I felt myself appear. 
I, image of the Godhead, that in thought 

Close to the mirror of eternal truth. 
In heaven's pure splendour, my enjojrment sought. 

And had stripped off the son of earthy growth. 
I, more than cherubin, whose power could dare, 

In presage fiill, through Nature's veins to flow, 
Gift with creating power, enjoying share 

The life of gods — ^how I atone it now ! 
Swept me away, one word of terror there ! 

I cannot dare to match myself with thee ; 
Had I the power to summon thee, the power 

To hold thee there, exceeded my d^ee — 
So small, so great I felt in that blest hour ! 

Thou with a ruthless hand hast thrust me back 

On the unsure allotted human track. 
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Who teacheth me what 'tis I should eschew ? 

Shall I that searching impulse still obey ? 
Our very acts, just as our sufferings too, 

Check spirit-life on its advancing way ; 
'Gainst noblest act the spirit e'er conceived 

Matter obtrudes itself, more alien all 
Have we the good in this our world achieved. 

What better were illusion then we call : 
Feelings august that gave us mental life. 

Benumb amid this earthly thronging strife ; 
Aye, and when fancy, as she bravely flies. 

Would full of hope to the eternal climb, 
A narrow space enough for her supplies. 

As shipwreck joy on joy, in gulf of time, 
In the deep heart care hurries on to nest. 

There secret pangs she busies to provide. 
Rocks in disquiet, marreth pleasure, rest, 

Doth in fresh masks herself for ever hide ; 
As house, grange, wife, child, loves she to appear. 

As fire, as water, poison, dagger thrust ; 
There's nothing smiteth thee, yet dost thou fear ! 

What is not lost, deplore alway thou must ! 
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Gods match I not, too deeply that I feel ; 

The worm I match, through dust that grubbeth on, 
That, nourishing on dust, the traveller's heel 

With heavy tread, destroys and buries down. 
Is it not dust within this lofty wall, 

W hat on a hundred shelves contracteth here ? 
The lumber with its nick-nacks thousand all 

That presseth on me, in this mothy sphere. 
Here shall I meet with what I need ? 

Shall I in thousand volumes read, 
That man is grieving everywhere. 
And one been happy here and there ? 
Why dost thou grin at me, thou hollow skull, 

As if thy brain, like mine, once went astray ? 

■ 

Sought nimble air, and in the twilight dull. 

Aspiring truth, had sadly lost its way. 
Ye instruments of course, ye mock at me ! 

Bar, roller, wheel, and yard, all ye that are ; 
Gate by I stood, ye were to be the key. . . . 

^ Well curved, 'tis true, your ward — yet raise ye not the bar 1 
Nature, mysterious, 'neath the day's full light, 

Will not be plundered of the veil she drew. 

^ Allusion to the curled, twisted shape of the antique lock. 
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What she displays not to thy spirit sight, 

Ne'er dost thou wrench with lever and with screw. 

I have not used thee, thou old tackle thou, 
My father used thee, therefore art thou there ; 

Old pulley, the smoke-stained, so long hath now. 
Smoked at this desk, the lamp with sullen glare. 

Better my paltry means have squandered all, 

Than here to sweat with pittance such, oppressed. 
What from your sires in heritage may fall, 

Inherit so, that it may be possessed. 
What is not used is but a heavy weight, 
Save what the present moment doth create. 
Of nought, can you advantage reap aright ; — 
But on that spot why rivetteth my sight ? 

That vial ! Is*t a magnet to my eye ? 
Why gracious clearness on me suddenly 
As when in forest depths beneath the night, 
Surroundeth us the moon-ray light ! 
I bid thee Hail, thou vial, rarest prize. 
And bear thee down in reverential guise. 

Art, human wit, in thee I reverence. 
Thou essence of the kindly slumbering juices. 
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Decoction of all deadly subtle uses ; 
Thy favour to thy master now dispense 1 

I see thee, and my griefs alleviate ; 

I grasp thee, and my striving doth abate ; 

In gradual ebb the soul's flood-tides retreat 
To the high seas doth point my outward way, 

The mirror flood is glancing at my feet, 
And to new shores allures a new-bom day. 

A fiery chariot glides on pinion light 
Onward toward me ; and prepared I feel 

To urge through ether this new pathway flight, 
To where new spheres of vigour pure reveaL 

O lofty life ! O bliss supreme in worth ! 
This dost thou merit, thou ! and but a worm ! 

Yea, only on the blessed sun of earth, 
Turn thou thy back in resolution firm. 

But dare those gates that all steal gladly past. 
To rend wide open, Lo ! the hour is nigh 

To prove by deed that a man's dignity. 
Before the rank of gods, shrinks not aghast, 
j^ At that mj'sterious cavern not to quake, 
^Y^^'^ ^^^y <io* herself to torture doom : 

lAllv 
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Onward to strive that passage to overtake, 
Round whose close mouth all Hell doth flaming loom ; 

On this resolve to fix with joyous thought, 

At peril were it to dissolve to nought. — 
Now come thou down, thou crystal goblet pure, 
From thine old case ; out with thee, I adjure. 

I have not thought of thee for many a year. 
Thou glanced'st in our father's joyous feasts, 
Enlivened'st the solemn guests. 

When one unto the other pledged thee here. 
Of many forms, the rich artistic pride ; 

The drinker's charge to make them plain in rhyme ; 
The one long draught that left the hollow void, 

Recall me many a night in youthful time. 
Unto no neighbour do I reach thee now. 
Nor in thine art essay my wit to show. 

Here is a juice makes drunk with speedy power. 
With its brown tide it filleth high thy bowl ; 
Now, the last draught, prepared at my control — 
My option — be it pledged with all my soul, 

In greeting, solemn, high, unto the morning hour. 



I 
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(lolling ofBdls.) 
Anthem, 

Arisen Christ hath 1 
Joy to the mortal, 
Him, whom the fatal 

Crawling, inherited 
Sins did pervert. 

Faust, 

What deep amazement ! what clear melody ! 

Tears from my lip the glass with mastering might ? 
Ye hollow bells, announce indeed do ye 

Of Easter time, the first and festal rite — 
Chaunt ye, ye choirs, in truth the gladdening stave. 
Once sung by angels round the gloomy grave, 
Assurance of a covenant new that gave ? 

Chorus of Women, 

Ointment and spices 
Here did we prepare — 
We his devoted, 
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Had laid hira down there. 
The body we wound 
. In pure linen fold ; 
Alas ! the Christ here 
We no more behold. 

Chorus of Angels, 

Arisen Christ hath ! 
Blessed the loving, 
He who the sorrowful 
Training, and health giving 
Trial, withstood hath. 

Faust 

Why powerfully, yet gently. Heavenly sound, 
Art thou in search of me amid the dust ? 

Go ! ring thou out where feeble men are found, 
I hear the message well, but fail the trust — 
A marvel is the child. Faith loveth most. 

To yonder spheres I dare not to aspire 
Whence the blest tidings peal ; 
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And yet, from youthtime wont to list the choir, . 
TJiat back to life it calleth me, I feel. 

Erst, ever in the solemn Sabbath rest 
Gushed on my soul the kiss of heavenly love ; 

Then pealed the deep-toned bell, with presage blest, 
Then fervent bliss, the prayer I breathed above. 
A yearning, unintelligible, sweet, 
Through wood and meadow, urged my onward feet ; 
And whilst hot tears in torrents dimmed my eyes, 
Felt I within my soul a world arise. 
This chaunt announced blythe sports of youthful cheer. 

The free blest celebration of the spring ; 
The child-awakening memory holds me here 

From the last solemn step, whilst thus they sing — 
Oh 1 sound thou on, thou sweet toned heavenly strain ! 
My tears well forth, the earth hath me again. 

Chorus of Disciples, 

Already the sepulchred 

Hath unto heaven. 
Living, exalted, 

Grandly, self-risen ; 
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And now in delight, 

Of development free, 
Approaching the joy 

Of creation, is He. 
Alas ! on earth's breast 

To our grief we rest j 
He left us — ^his own — 

Left us pining here ; 
Alas I we bemoan 

Thy bliss, Master dear ! 



Chorus of Angels, 

Arisen Christ hath. 

From womb of corruption forth ! 

Rejoicing may ye 

From your bonds break free ; 

By deed, glory giving, 

Love manifest making ; 

Feeding, right brotherly, 

Voyaging in ministry, 

Blessedness promising ; 
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You is the Master near, 
Untp you is He there ? 

BEFORE THE CITY GATE. 

(People of all classes leaving the Town, on foot.) 

Young Tradesmen — Apprentices. 
Why then out there ? 

Others, 
It's making for the keeper's lodge, we are. 

The First. 
But rather to the mill, we take our way. 

An Apprentice. 
Twere better to the water-house, Fd say. 

A Second. 

! 

The road out there is not a pretty one. 

The Rest. 
What, then, dost thou ? 
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A Third. 
The others will I join. 

A Fourth, 

Up to Burg-Dorf, say I ; for meet ynXh there 
The prettiest girls, you do, the best of beer, 
And tM*awls, too, may you have at primest pace. 

A Fifth. 

You jolly blade ! 

Does your hide itch a third time to be frayed ? 

I won't go there ; I'm frightened at the place. 

A Maid-Servant 
No 1 no ! for me, back to the town I go. 

Another. 

I 

We'll find him at yon poplars, that I know. 

The First 

And no great luck for me should that betide. 
For ever is he dangling at your side ; 
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Only with you he dances on the plot, 
Fine sport for you I to me it matters not ! 

The Other. 

He's not alone to-day, right sure am I, 

** Curly," he said, would keep him company. 

Student, 

Zounds ! at what pace the lusty wenches stride ! 
We'll give them convoy, brother, at their side, 
A jug of good strong beer — a biting pipe — 
Girl well rigg'd out — that's my perfection type. 

Citizen^ s Datighter, 

Look at those handsome fellows there ! 
Disgraceful of them I declare. 
Might have the best of partners did they please, 
And running after trollops such as these ! 

Second Student to the First. 

Not quite so fast ! behind us come a pair, 
And very prettily dressed out, tliey are ; 
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Besides, one is my neighbour too, 
And, like her, very much, I do. 
They're coming leisurely, but still 
Take us at last along, they will 

First Student 

No, brother, no ! I can't abide restraint ; 
Quick on ! or of our game we lose the scent 
Believe me, upon Sunday, are you best 
By hand, that sweeps on Saturday, carest 

A Citizen. 

No ! the new burgomaster's not my taste, 
Now that he's in, he's daily more barefaced ; 

What is he doing for the town ? 

Goes it not ever down and down ? 
Why, more than ever, have we to obey. 
And more than ever too, we have to pay. 

Beggar \sif^'\ 

Kind gentlemen, fair ladies ye, 

So trimly dressed, with cheeks so red, 
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May you be pleased to look on me, 
Behold, and mitigate my need. 

Let me not here all vainly play, 
Who loves to give alone enjoys ; 

Be it for me a harvest day. 
The day that all men solemnize. 

Second Citizen. 

Nought better, Sundays, holidays I find, 

Than talk about war-rumours, about war. 
When far away — in Turkey there, behind. 

The nations with each other fighting are. 
We stand at windows — ^we drink off our glass. 
See down the stream gay vessels gliding pass. 
Then blithely go we home at evening fall. 
And upon peace and peace-time, blessing call. 

Third Citizen. 

Yes, neighbour — and I too would have it thus- 
If they break heads, why ! be it so ! 
O'er head and heels, the world may go, 

If all abide, in the old groove, with us. 
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Old Woman, [to the Citizen Maidens.'\ 

t 

How gay got up ! a sweet young thing are you ! 

Who could not but be smitten I am sure ! 
Just not so proud ! that's quite enough, 'twill do ! 

And what you long for, can I well procure. 

CitizerCs Daughter, 

Come Agatha, be off ! good care take I, 
Not to frequent such witches openly, 
Upon Saint Andrew's night she showed to me 
In very form, my lover that's to be. 

The Other. 

Yes, and she showed me mine in crystal too, 
A soldier he ! amid a saucy crew ; 
I look about, I seek him every where, 
But do I what I may, he's never there. 

Soldiers, 

Castles and ramparts 
And battlements high, 



54 

Maidens the scomftil, 

And proud, win would I ! 

The straggle is bold, 

But noble the sold. 
Aye, and the trampets, 

We let them go wooing : 
To bliss it may be, 

It may be undoing. 

That is a strife, 

That is a life, 

Maids — castles must thus 

Surrender to us. 

The straggle is bold, 

But noble the sold. 

And soldier lads, they 

Are marching away. 

Faust and Wagner. 

JFaust 

Torrent and rivulet from ice are freed. 

By the kind quickening glances of the spring. 
The joyous hope of harvest greens the mead, 
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And in his weakness, winter — ^hoary king — 
Doth to his mountain cavern rude recede. 
Thence, sends he flying streakwise o'er the plain, 
Greening to harvest, only feeble shower 
Of granular ice, but the sun won't endure, 
That aught of white, beneath his sway remain. 
Structure — progression — every where alive. 
All, will the sun with colouring revive ; 
And yet of flowers the neighbourhood hath dearth, 
He takes instead the decked out sons of earth. 
But turn thou round, my friend, toward the town. 
Gaze on it from the heights we traverse, down ! 
A motley throng come pressing onward straight, 
Out from the concave gloomy city gate, 
They sun themselves to-day, with glad accord. 
They solemnize the rising of the Lord, 
For they themselves have risen too meanwhile ; 
From the dark holes of cabins vile — 
From bonds of handicraft and trade. 
From press of roof and gable pile. 
From squashing streets in narrow file. 
From churches in their reverend shade. 
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All, to the light, their way have made. 
See there — ^how nimbly crush the throng 
Through field and garden ground, along 
What multitudes of merry craft 
O'er breadth and length of river waft, 
The last skiff parteth from the brink 
O'erladen so — "'tis ripe to sink." 

From far off pathtracks of the hill, 

Gleams to us motley clothing still. 

The village stir — I hear it all ; 

See their true heaven the people there, — 

Contented shout they, great and small, 
Here I'm a man, a man to be I dare. 



Wagner, 

To stroll thus. Doctor, here with you, 

It is an honour — profit too ; 

It is not here that lose myself I would 

Were I alone — I hate all boisterous mood. 

This screaming nine-pin playing, fiddling twang, 

To me is all a most abhorrent clang, 
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As moved by evil spirits yell the throng, 
They call it pleasure too — they call it song ! 

Feasants {under the Lindens), 

Dance and Sing, 

The swain was for the dance decked out, 
In ribbon wreath and motley coat, 
Trim was his garb, I ween. 
All space around the Lindens full ! 
Like mad, already dance they all. 

Hey day — huzza. 
Hey day — huzza. 
On went the fiddlers' scraping din ; 
He squeezed his way in, hasty blade. 
And jostHng up against a maid, 
He dug her with his elbow in ; 
The vigorous damsel faced about, 
And cried, " That's like a stupid lout." 

Hey day — huzza. 
Hey dayT— huzza. 
" With your ill-manners don't begin." 
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On went the whirling rapid flight, 

They danced to left, they danced to right, 

And every coat was flying. 
Now red they grow, now grow they warm. 
They rested, panting, arm in arm. 

Hey day — ^huzza. 
Hey day — ^huzza. 
On hip the elbow lying. 
" I won't such liberties abide, 
" How many a fellow has his bride 

" Deceived by cheating trick.'* 
Caressing drew he her aside. 
And from the Lindens rang out wide. 

Hey day — huzza. 
Hey day — ^liuzza. 
Screams — screams and fiddlestick. 



Aged Peasant. 

Sir Doctor, it is kindly done. 

To-day not to disdain us here ; 
That mid this jostling crowd,' as one 
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Profoundly learned, you appear. 
Thus then the finest jug accept 

That with fresh draught we just have filled; 
Aloud I wish, in tendering it, 

That not alone your thirst be stilled, 
The number of its drops, may they 

Be added to your days, I pray. 



Faust 

I take the quickening draught you press, 
Thank all, and wish you happiness. 

\The people collect in a circle. 



The Aged Feasant 

In truth, 'tis well done, you have come 
Here, on this happy festival. 

In evil dajrs of former time, 

Have you dealt kindly by us all I 

And many a one is living here. 
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Whom your dead father at the last, 
From heat of raging fever tore, 

When he set limits to the pest. 
And you yourself, young man, that day, 

To every sickbed boldly went, 
And many a corpse was borne away, 
But you came out with health unspent 
Many hard trials did you then defy, 
He who brought aid, had aid from Him, who aids on high. 

AIL 

Health to him — to the friends we've tried, 
May he have long the power to aid. 

JFaust 

Before that heavenly Helper humbly bend, 
He teacheth how to help, and help doth send. 
• ' [ Walks on with Wagner. 

Wagner, 

What feelings must thou, O great man, 

♦■ 

Mid this crowd's reverence entertain ? 
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O happy he, indeed, who can 

From his own gifts acquire such gain ! 
The father points thee to his son, 

Each asks, and presses, hurrying goes ; 
The fiddler stops, the dance is done, 
Thou walkest, and they stand in rows. 
Into the air the bonnets flee, 
Wants little, that they bend the knee. 
As came the " Venerabile " ! 



Faust 

Yet a few paces on, to yonder stone. 

And from our ramble we may rest us there, — 
Here charged with thought, IVe ofttime sat alone. 

With fasting, self-tormented, and with prayer. 
Then, rich in hope, in faith fast liven, 

With tear and sigh, and hands compressed, 
I thought to force the Lord of Heaven, 

To stay the ravage of the pest. 
Now soundeth the crowd's praise with mocking tone ! 

Within my heart, could'st thou but read 
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How little, father, son, 

Have wrought to merit such a meed ! 
My father was an abstruse, honest man, 

That into nature, and her sacred sphere, 
All honestly, yet still on his own plan, 

With his capricious crotchets chose to peer. 
Leagued with the alchemistic wise. 

In the black kitchen shut, explored. 
And by receipts in endless guise, 

The opposites together poured. 
There — a red lion, daring wooer he — 

In lukewarm bath is to the lily wed. 
Then are the pair, with fire-flame blazing free. 

Tortured from one to other bridal bed. 
And then in colours motley — wise allied, 

Came in the glass the youthful queen to view ! 
This was the medicine — all the patients died. 

And no one asked — ^Who has recovered ? — Who ? 
With boluses of hell's own gear. 
We in the vales and mountains here. 

Have raged more deadly than the pest, 
Poison to thousands did I give. 
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They waned and died, whilst I must live 
To hear the shameless murderers blest. 



IVagner. 

Why tak'st thou this in such sad part ? 

Does not enough an honest man 
Discharging, a confided art 

Exact, and promptly as he can ? 
If as a youth thou honourest thy sire. 

So, what he saith thou takest with content, — 

When, as a man, thou knowledge dost augment, 
Then may thy son to loftier goal aspire. 



Faust. 

Blessed the man, who yet can hope, I trow. 
Forth from this sea of error to arise — 

A need we have of that we do not know. 
What we do know, that need we in no wise. 

But let this pass — and such a saddening theme 
That mars this hour's fair happiness, forego ! 
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See, how the green-girt cottage dwellings ^leam, 
And glimmer 'neath the sun in evening glow ! 

He moves — retreats — the life of day is o'er ; 
Thither he hasteth and new life purveys, 
O that no pinion me from earth should raise, 
In flight progressive on his track to soar ! 

Then should I see in Eve's eternal blaze 
The silent world stretched out beneath my feet, 

On flame all heights, and tranquil every glen — 
The silver stream in golden current fleet 

The mountain wild, with its deep dales would then 
No barrier set against that God-like flight — 
The sea, its inlets warmed beneath the light, 
Reveals already to the wondering sight ! 

But the God seems at last away to sink ! — 
Lo ! the late impulse rouseth in my mind ; 

Forth speed I his eternal light to drink, 
The day before me, and the night behind — 

The heavens above me, and the waves beneath ! 
Fair dream I and meantime doth he disappear — 

Alas ! not unto wing of spirit breath. 

May with such ease corporeal wing adhere. 
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Innate with all, is the desire that springs 

Upward, and forward, pressing in advance,- 
When o'er us lost amid the blue expanse, 

The laik his warbling carol sings, 
When o'er the rugged pine-clad height 

The eagle wing outstretching soars ; 
When over plain and lake in flight. 

The crane aspires his native shores. 



Wagner, 

To me, too, freakish hours have oft revealed — 

But such an impulse ne'er within me stirred. 
We soon have had enough of wood and field. 

The wing I'd never envy of a bird. 
How better profit us the joys of mind, 

When book on book, and page on page we skim, 
Then are the nights of winter fair and kind, 

A blessed life then warmeth every limb. 
And ah ! one worthy parchment but unrol, 
Of Heaven descends upon you, then, the whole ! 



£ 
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Faust 

Thou the one impulse only dost divine 

To know the other, never, never learn ; 
Tenant two souls, alas ! this breast of mine, 

The one doth from herself the other spurn. 
The one, unto the world in loving lust, 

With all her grappling organs rivets nigh, 
The other riseth potent from the dust, 

Unto the region of high ancestry. 
Oh ! are there spirits in the air, 

That ruling, hover 'tween the heaven and earth ; 
Then from the golden vapour down repair. 

Lead me to life, gay-coloured, of new birth. 
Yea ! and were but a magic garment mine. 

Could bear me to the stranger fields away ; 
That would I not for costliest robe resign, 

Not for the mantle in which kings array. 

Wagner, 

The well-known host to call, do thou beware. 

That rushing forth the atmosphere bespread. 
That dangers manifold for man prepare, 
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Are man toward, from all directions sped I 
Upon thee from the north, sharp spirit teeth, 

Come thrusting with the arrow pointed tongues ; 
And from the east, with dry and withering breath, 

Do they advance and feed upon thy lungs. 
Whilst the south speedeth from the desert plain. 

Those, on thy head that glowing heat mass down. 
So, doth the west conduct the swarming train. 

That first refresh — thee, meadows, fields to drown. 
Willing they list — to injure gladly bent. 

Gladly obey, for gladly they delude. 
They make believe that from the heavens they're sent. 

And when they lie, they lisp in angel mood. 
But let us go — it draweth on to night. 

The air is very cool, and falls the mist ; 
At evening 'tis we value home aright. 

Why stand'st thou staring out amazed — ^What is't ? 
What mid the dusk affects thee with such force ? 

Faust 

Seest thou that black hound there, mid the green corn 
and stubble, course ? 
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IVagner, 
Not notice worth — IVe seen him long afoot. 

Faust 
Look at him well — what dost thou think the brute ? 



Wagner. 

A poodle, in the fashion of his race, 
Trudging along upon his master*s trace. 

Faiist 

Dost thou observe how in wide circling spire, 
He courseth round us, ever on, more near ? 

And if I don't mistake, a stream of fire, 
Upon his pathway traileth in his rear. 

Wagner. 

A poodle 1 black, and nothing more I see. 
An ocular illusion 'tis with thee. 
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Faust 

He seems by magic slowly to extend, 
Snares round our feet, to bind us at the end. 

Wagner, 

I see him leap — he doubts — is ill at ease, 
'Stead his one master, two, unknown, he sees. 

Faust, 
The circle narrows — he's already near ! 

Wagner. 

Thou see'st a dog — no ghostly shape is here ; 
He snarls, he questions, on his belly lies, 
He wags his tail, all, all, in canine wise. 

Faust 
Come up to us, come hither, to my foot. 

Wagner, 

It is a funny poodle brute, — 
Thou standest still ! upon the watch he keeps, 
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Thou speakest to him — up on thee he leaps, 
There lose thou somewhat, he would fetch the thing, 
After thy stick into the water spring. 

Faust 

Thou art quite right — nought find I, I could call, 
A spirit trace, 'tis training, that is all. 

Wagner, 

A wise man ever getteth fond 
Of a well-trained, good tempered hound. 
Thy favour merits he in high degree — 
Excellent scholar of the students he. 



STUDY. 

Faust, entering with the Foodie. 

The fields and meadow grounds o'erspread. 
By the deep night I now forsake. 

With a foreboding holy dread, 
The better soul within, doth wake. 



-™ * 
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Unruly impulse is at rest, 

And all impetuous ajction too, 
Love for mankind bestirs the breast. 

The love of God bestirreth now. 
Be quiet, poodle ! here, there, ran not, pray, 

What ai»e you smelling at the threshold so, 
Behind the stone there lie you down I say, 

My best of pillows I on you bestow ; 
Upon the mountain path, as, outside there^ 

You ran and leapt, to our infinite zest, 
So receive you now, my fostering care, 

As a very welcome and quiet guest. 
When are we in our narrow cell. 

And bums again the lamp's kind light 

Then is it in the bosom, bright, 
In heart, itself that knoweth well 
Reason essays to speak of new, 

And hope begins to bloom again ; 

The stream of life would we attain, 
The source, we long to reach it too. 
Poodie i be done with that howling 1 the holy tone. 
That possession hath ta'en of my full soul, 
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It but ill accords with that beastly howl ! 
We are wont to find men, unto mockery prone 

Of what they don't know ; 
With the beautiful and the good, 
That cumber them, of growling mood, 
Doth the dog growl even so ? 
Ah ! though with purpose of most honest will, 

My breast unsatisfied, I feel it still ; 
And wherefore must the stream so soon run dry, 

And we again a-thirsting lie. 
Of this IVe had such full experience ! 
But then indeed we may supply the dearth, 
We learn to value what's above the earth, 
For revelation comes desire intense, 
And nowhere bums it with a worthier vent, 
Than it displays in the New Testament. 
The text original I feel 

Compelled to open — ^with just estimate, 
The sacred text original. 

Into my much loved German to translate. 
'Tis writ — The Word, in the beginning, — doubt 
I here already. Who shall help me out ? 
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Impossible the Word so high to prize, 
I must translate it otherwise, 
When by my spirit I am better lit. 
The Will in the beginning ; so be writ — 
Of the first line, be heedful thou of it, 
So that by undue speed thy pen don't err. 
Doth the Will all create and work ? Art sure ? 
Should be in the beginning was the Power — 
Yet whilst I write there's somewhat doth suggest 
That even with that word I cannot rest 
My spirit aids me ! Lo ! a sudden light ! 
In the beginning was the Act, and thus I confidently write 
Am I to share my room with thee,^ 
Poodle, there must no howling be ; 

No barking, take thou care ! 
A mate so troublesome near me, 
I would not choose to bear. 
Of us twain, one 
This cell must shun. 
Unwillingly recall would I 

The dues of hospitality. 
The door is open, and thine egress free ! 
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What this I see ? 
Can it in course of nature be ? 
A phantom or reality ? 
How long, how broad, my poodle has become — 
He riseth up in might ; 
No hounds* form this I have in sight ! 
And what hobgoblin is it IVe brought home ? 
An hippopotamus he seems in form. 
What eyes of flame he hath ? what tusks enorm ? 
I have you fast. For such half-breed of Hell 
The key of Solomon doth answer well 



Spirits in the Passage. 

Imprisoned within, is there one ! 
Out keep ^e — follow him none ; 
As a fox in the iron snare, 
An old Hell lynx is shaking there. 
But look keenly about, 
Back-forward hover, 
Downward and over ; 
He will make his way out — 
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Can ye serve him in aught, 
Prisoned leave ye him not ; 
Much to please has he done 
Unto us, every one. 

Faust. 

And first the beast to subject to my power, 
Use I the incantation of the four. 
Let Salamandri glow, 
Undinae winding flow ; 
Let Sylphi disappear, 
Kobold himself bestir ! 
Who the elements knows not 

How to compute, 
Who their power knoweth not 

Nor attribute. 
Not with mastery, sway 
Over spirits, he may ! 
In flame disappear, 

Salamandri— 
Flow rushing together, 
Undinae. 



L, ^.^^ 
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Gleam in fair meteor, 

Sylphi ; 
Bring aid, indoor, 
Incubus — Incubus ! 
Out with thee ! and end it thus ! 
Of the four, hath possessed 

Not one, the beast ! 
He lies undisturbed, he grins at me still, 
Not yet have I wrought him aught of ill- 
Thou shalt hear me at length 
Conjure mightier strength ! 
Art thou, thou comrade fell, 
A fugitive from Hell ? 
See the sign do thou 
Unto which they bow — 
The black swarms there ! — 
Already it upswells with bristling hair 
TIiou of abject breed 
Him canst thou read ; 
Him, the ungenerate — 
Him, the innominate. 
Filling all extent of Heaven, 
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As a criminal, pierced, riven ! 
Rooted behind the stove it lies, 
Swelleth to an elephant's size ! 
It filleth the whole chamber, — yea, 
In vapour 'twill dissolve away. 
Do not thou roof-high, upward shoot ! 
Here crouch thou at thy master's foot : 
Not vain thou seest is my threat. 
With holy fire I scorch thee yet ! 
Await not thou, 

The threefold glowing light ! 
Await not thou 

My art of strongest might ! 

[MephistophdeSy whilst the vapour sub- 
sides, enters from behind the stove. 
He is dressed as a travelling student, 

Mephistopheles, 

Why all this noise ? Say, how I serve you can ! 

Faust, 

And so was this, my poodle's kernel, then ? 

A vagrant scholar 'tis. The casus makes me laugh. 
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iiephistopheles. 

My salutation to the learned man ! 
YouVe put me in a blessed sweat, you have ! 

Faust. 
Thy name ? 

Mephisiofhdes, 

A childish question, I declare, 
From one the word so soundly who disdains — 

Apart from all, that doth mere semblance bear, 
Injo the depths of essence only strains ! 

Faust 

From the mere name, with gentry of your breed. 

We can in general the essence read. 

You but too plainly indicate the same. 

When Beelzebub, destroyer, liar, one of these your 

name. 
Well, then, what art thou ? 
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Mephistopheles. 

Of the power, that ill 
Covets alway, doth alway good fulfil 
A part 

Faust 
What is it thy dark word implies ? 

Mephhtofheles, 

I am the spirit ever that denies, 

And that with right ; for all that is create 

Richly deserves to be annihilate : 

Therefore 'twere better it had never been, — 

And so then all, as ruin, sin. 

Evil, in short, you represent 

Is my peculiar element 

Faust 
Tore me a whole — a part, thyself dost call 

Mephistopheles. 
The modest truth I speak to thee, that's all. 
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Whilst man, that little world of fools, 'twould seem, 

Is wont himself a very whole, to deem. 

Of that part that at first was all, a part am I, 

A part of Darkness, from whose womb sprung Light, 

The haughty light, that doth with mother Night, 

For her old rank, for space, contending vie ; 

Yet he succeedeth not, strive as he will, 

To bodies fettered cleaves he still. 

From body streams, to such doth beauty lend. 

One body can his course obstructing bar. 

So hope I, soon he cometh to an end, 

May be annihilate when bodies are. 

Faust, 

Thy worthy business know I now, 
Destroy on great scale, can'st not thou. 
And so upon the small, thy hand dost try. 

Mephistophelcs, 

Much good IVe not made of it, no, not I ! 
The somewhat, that confronts the Nought ; . 
This awkward world, howe'er I've sought, 
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Taken, however much, in hand. 
With earthquake, storm, and wave, and brand. 
Yet have I never found myself its match, 
Tranquil remain at last, the sea, the land, 
Then, that accursed trash — beast — ^human hatch, 
'Tis quite beyond my power to get at it ! 
Spite all I've lodged in the grave pit, 
Fresh blood still circulates, on, on, for aye, 
So doth it go, that drive me mad it may. 
From air, from water, and from earth. 
Struggle a thousand germs to birth. 
In moisture, warmth, in cold, in dry, 
Had I not kept the flame supply, 
Then nothing for myself had L 

Faust 

So you, with that cold devil's hand — 
Clenching in spite, malignant, vain — 

Would the creating power withstand. 
In healthful, active, during reign ? 

Seek other work ! with this be done. 
Of Chaos, you, the wajnvard son. 

F 
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Mephistofheles, 

Upon this matter may we treat, 

At greater length, when next we meet, 

Just now have I permission to retire ? 

Faust, 

I see not wherefore you enquire : 
Acquaintance had we none before. 

Visit me, just as you desire, 

Here is the window, here the door. 

And there the chimney too — that's more. 

Mephistopheles, 

Well, I must own a trifling obstacle, 
Prevents me walking out as I would fain ; 
The wizard foot, just there, upon your sill ! 

Faust^ 

The pentagramma — does it give you pain ? 
You son of hell, if this can root you so. 
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How got you your way in, I'd like to know ! 
What cheated ! you of such a spirit spawn ? 

MephistopheUs, 

Look at it well, 'tis not porrectly drawn, 
The angle, that one outward there, 
Is somewhat open, you're aware. 

Faust 

A lucky hit, 'twas anyhow I 

And you are thus my prisoner now ; 

From accident it came about. 

Mephistopheles, 

As he slipt in, the poodle took no heed, 
A different face the thing has now indeed. 
And from the house the Devil can't get out. 

Faust, 
There, through the window ! go then, wherefore no ? 
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Mtphistopheles. 

There is a law for devil and for sprite ; 

As they slipt in so out they have to go, 
The first we're free to choose, as we think right, 

As to the second, there, we're bondmen quite. 

Faust 

Laws of its own, hell hath, then, 'twould appear : 

That find I good ; — 

So with you gentry there, 
A covenant right sure, one might conclude. 

Mephistopheles, 

What we engage, enjoying shall you share, 
Squeezed of it from you, nothing whatsoe'er ; 
But this we can't so fast adjust ; 

Soon can we talk it over though — 
Meanwhile, most earnestly I must 

Implore of you to let me go. 

Faust. 

A moment yet 1 pray remain, 

Tell me some pleasant legend strain ! 
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Mephistofhdes, 

Now let me loose ; 1*11 soon come back, you'll see ; 
Whatever you please, you ask it then of me. 



Faust 

No trap to snare you have I cast, 
Into the toils yourself have run ; 

Once catch the devil, hold him fast, 
You don't twice catch him up so soon. 



Mefhistopheles, 

If such your pleasure, why Fm ready,, too, 
To keep you company, and here I stay ; 

But only on condition that I do 

Pass the time fitly, in my art display. 



Faust 



I'll see it gladly — do as you're inclined. 
But only be the art of pleasant kind. 
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MephistopheUs, 

My friend, this little hour \idthin, 
More for your senses shall you win, 

Than in a year's monotony ; 
The song the tender spirits sing. 
The bi^auteous visions thatjhey bring, 

Are not an empty magic play. 
Regale shall you, your sense of smell, 
Your palate shall refresh as well ; 
Feel shall you 'neath enchantment's spell 

With preparation we dispense, 

Together are we here — commence ! 

Spirits. 

Vanish thou murky. 

Vaulting on high ! 
Let ether the blue, 
In ravishing hue 

Kindly glance in ; 
Would but the murky 
Clouds melt away ! 
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Tiny stars sparkle, 
And suns of mild ray 
Are shining within. 

Of the children divine 
Spirit beauty, incline, 
Wavingly bending, 
Hover thou by. 
Longingly wending. 
Follow thou nigh ! 

And their vesture bands. 

Are fluttering o'er, 
They overspread the lands, 

They overspread the bower, 
Where in deep musing air, - 
Lovers love to repair. 
And pledge their hearts there.- 

Grove on grove all about, 
The tendrils they sprout. 
Grapes, heavy massed. 
To the wine press rush ; 
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Wines foaming fast, 
In rivulets gush. 
Through clear precious stone, 

Do they rippling speed, 
From the heights hurry on, 

And in lakes outspread ; 

* 

The affluence round, 
Of the green hill ground. 
The birds — ^they sip pleasure, 

They fly to the sun, 
To the clear islets rove. 
That on wave floating move. 
Where we hear in choir measure. 

Shouts jubilant run ; 
And the dancers we see 

On the meadow ground there ; 
All dispersing are they. 

In the free open air. — 
Some are clambering slow. 

The heights they essay, 
In the lakelets below, 

Some, swimming away. 
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Some glide on apace ! 
Of life, all in chace, 
Of the loving star light, 
In their distant sight 
Of bliss giving grace. 

Mephistophehs, 

He sleeps ! — well done — you tender airy lot, 
To sleep indeed ye sung him ! did ye not ? 
Then for this concert hold me in your debt. 
The man to hold the devil — ^you're not yet ! 
Delicious visions bid around him flit. 
And of delusion whelm him in the sea ! 
But of this threshold ere the spell I split, 
A rat's tooth, is necessity for me. 
Not long to conjmre do I need ! 
One rustles there — 'twill quickly heed ! 
The sovereign lord of rats and mice, 
Of fleas and frogs, of bugs and lice, 
Commandeth thee to venture near, 
And nibble at this threshold here. 
As if with oil 'twere smeared about, 
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Already com'st thou leaping out ; 
There at the edge ! the point that nailed me in ! 
Tis there, right forward, to the task ! begin, — 
One nibble more, so is the work complete, 
Now — Faust — dream on, until again we meet. 

Faust {awakening). 

And so deceived again, 
Doth this rich spirit pressure vanish then. 
In but a dream, that lied the devil's shape. 
And showed a poodle making his escape. 



STUDY. 

Faust — Mephistopheles. 

Faust 
A knock ! Come in ! What fresh annoy is this ? 

Mephistopheles. 
Tis I. 
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Faust 

Come in. 

Mephist<ypheUs. 

You must pronounce it thrice. 

Faust 

Come in then ! 

Mephisiophdes, 

Pleased you thus to find ! 
Hope we may be of the same mind ; 
To drive away your whims I'm here, 
Clad like a noble cavalier, 
In a red gold embroidered coat — 

Of stiffened silk, a mantle short, 
Then a cock feather in my hat, 

And a long tapering sword I sport. 
Assume you too, a garb akin ; 

That's my advice to you in brief, 
That free, untrussed, you thus may win, 

Knowledge, experience of life. 
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Faust 
nA^^ Whate'er my garb, I yet would feel my heart, 

In this close life of earth by torment wrung, — 
I am too old to play the trifler's part, 

To have no longing in me, I'm too young. 
To me what hath the world to give ? 
" Privation, in privation live !" 
This is the everlasting song, 

That in the ear of all men rings. 
The chaunt that our whole lifetime long. 

Each hour that passeth hoarsely sings. 
At mom, I wake in horror ! I could weep. 

With bitter tears to see the day — that still 
As on his course progressive doth he keep. 

Doth not one wish of mine, not one, fulfil. 
That even all anticipated joy, 

Abates with ever peevish carping strife, 
My busying souPs creation doth destroy. 

With the grimaces, thousand fold, of life. 
Aye ! as upon my couch, with anxious breast. 

Stretch I my limbs when settleth down the night. 
There, too, I seek in vain the boon of rest. 
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And wild dream visions haunt me with affright. 
The God who in my breast a dwelling owns, 

Can stir to very depths, my inmost soul. 
He, who o'er all my faculties enthrones, 

Can nothing in the outward sphere control, 
And this existence is to me a weight. 
For death I long — this life I have, I hate. 

Mephistophcles. 
A very welcome guest, not always death, I rate. 

Faust 

Oh 1 blest, in glory of victorious fight, 

The bloody laurel, round whose brow death winds. 
Blest he, whom after dance in maddening flight. 

Locked in a maiden's clasping arms He finds. 
Oh 1 that entranced by that high spirit sway. 
Of life bereft, I had biit sunk away ! 

Mephhtopheles, 

A certain brown juice is there ! on that night. 
There's one I know of, did not drain it quite. 
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Faust 
Your pleasure 'tis 'twould seem to play the spy. 

Mephistopheles, 
All knowing I am not, but much know I. — 

Faust 

Was it that from that spirit turmoil dread, 

Drew me away, a sweet remembered chime, 
Of childhood's feeling was the lingering shred, 

Duped by according tones of happy time ? 
Yet, is my curse on all that spans the soul. 

With luring bait, illusive juggling play. 
That roots it fast within this mournful hole 

Of earth, with false and fawning vigor sway. 
Foremost of all be cursed that high esteem, 

That the proud spirit wraps itself within. 
Accurst of vision be the dazzling gleam, 

Upon the mind that cometh pressing in. 
Accurst, dissembling dreams of fair renown, 

And the illusion of enduring name \ 
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Accurst be all that flatters as our own, 

Wife, child, plough, bondman, all, my curse ye claim. 
Accurst be Mammon, when to venturous deed. 

He stirs us by the treasure he displays ; 
Or, when for our regalement's idle need. 

The pillow in convenient posture lays. 
Accurst, vine moisture, with its balsam breath ; 

Accurst the highest gifts of favoring love. 
Accurst be every hope ; accurst be faith — 

Patience, be thou accurst, all, all above. 

Spirits {invisible). 

Woe, woe, 
This beautiful world, 

With strong hand hast thou, 
To destruction hurled. 

Oh ! it tottereth now ; 
It crumbles, down-trod, 
By a demigod I 

To the void. 
The ruins we bear away, 
And mourn for the beautiful. 



96 

Lost for aye ! 

O mighty thou, 
Mid the sons of eaxth. 
Rear it anew, 

In loftier worth ! 
Rear it high in that breast of thine, 
And a new race of life assign ! 
With thy luminous mind divine, 

Then a chant of new tone, 

Shall be sounded thereon ! 



MephistopheUs, 

These are the tiny crew 
Of my followers true ; 
Hear, how to joy and to deed. 
They precociously counsel thy heed ; 
Would lure thee away 
From solitude's sway, 
Where strength and mind mould 
Into the wide world. — 
Come, with these peevish heart-aches cease to sport, 
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For like a vulture on your life they feast ; 
In company, the worst you could resort, 
You feel a man, 'mid other men, at least. 
But yet I could never mean, 
'Mid the rabble to thrust you in : 
None of your mighty ones I, 
But should you with me ally. 
O'er the road of life tp go, 
I'd gladly arrange it so, 
To be yours, and that straight. 
I am then as your mate, 
If you satisfied be, 
A servant, a bondman, you have in me. 

Faust, 
And in return for you perform ? What is't ? 

Mcphistopheles. 
Oh I as for that, long day of grace you take. 

Faust 

No, no ! The devil is an egoist — 

He aids not others merely for G — d's sake. 

G 



/ 
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Come, speak it plainly out ; your terms disclose ; 
Menials like you bring danger to the house. 

Mephistopheles. 

Here, to thy faithful service do I bind, 
Unresting will I wait upon thy beck ; 

When yonder, we may chance ourselves to find. 
Why then, you have to do to me the like. 

Faust, 

That yonder gives me trouble light ! 

Do you this world to ruin smite. 

The other may ajise, for aught I heed ; 

From this our earth my pleasures flow, 

This sun, it shines upon my woe. 

And must I but their sight forego ; 

Then be for me, what may, and can, succeed — 

Of this, I hear no further prate ; 

Hereafter, if we love or hate. 

Or if indeed within that sphere. 

An upper and an under are. — 
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Mephistopheles, 

You may adventure it, if such your thought, 
Bind but yourself, and in these days behold 

Shall you with joy, my artifices wrought. 
I give what ne'er to man did yet unfold. 

Faust 
And what would'st thou, thou needy devil, give ! 

The soul of man, in aspiration high, 
Could such as thou art, ever yet conceive ? 

But thou hast food that cannot satisfy — 
Red gold, quicksilver-like, that in unrest 

Melts in the hand — a game we never win, 
A maiden, who whilst leaning on my breast. 

Doth with my neighbour, ogling him combine. 
Glory, too, hast thou, joy supreme and fair. 

That like a meteor disappears away — 
Display to me the fruit that rotteth, ere 

'Tis gathered — trees, fresh verdant every day ! 

Mephtstopheles, 

Such a commission daunts me not the leasts 
These treasures I can serve you at command ; 
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The time, my valued friend, is close at hand 
When we at ease on somewhat good may feast 

Faust 

If on a bed of ease, my limbs I cast 
In full content, then be an end of me. 

Can'st thou deceive me so by fawning mien, 
That with myself I satisfied may be ; 

Can'st thou with pleasures over-reach me^then 

May that for me, be of my days the last 
Wager I offer 1 

Mephistopheies. 

Taken. 

Faust 

Firm and fast, 
Hand to hand on't If to such moment e'er 
I say " Abide, thou art so passing fair,** 
Then may*st thou me in fetters fling, 
Glad will I to destruction speed ; 
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Then may the solemn death-knell ring, 
Then from thy service art thou freed. 
The clock may stand, the hand may fall 1 
For me time done, for good and all ! 

Mephtstopheles, 
Weigh thou this well — thy words we will recall. 

Faust, 

And so to do, you have an ample claim ! 

Not wantonly such solemn pledge I gave. 

As I hold on in life, I am a slave, 

> 

Or your's, or whose ? I care not — 'tis the same. 

Mephtstopheles. 

At academic feast I will to-day, 
Forthwith the duties of my charge obey — 
Only one thing ! In life or death event. 
Give me a few lines of acknowledgment 

Faust 

A writing, pedant ! that you would have too ! 
You never man, a man's word promise knew ! 
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That my bare word for all eternity, 
Dispose my life, doth that not satisfy ? 
Does not the world in thousand torrents rav^ 
And shall a promise then hold me its slave ? 
But this illusion lieth at the heart. 
Who with the notion were content to part ? 
Happy in whom truth piurely doth abide, 
No sacrifice he shuns whatever betide ; — 
But then a parchment, stamped and duly writ. 
It is a spectre — all men start at it, 
Within the pen, in truth the word is dead. 
Leather and wax, they have their rule instead, 
From me foul spirit what demand you now ? 
Bronze, marble, parchment, paper ? How 
Am I to write ! style, chisel, pen ? 
Free choice I give you, choose you then. ! — 

' Mephistopheles. 
Why with such heat, in such excess, 

• 

Should you your rhetoric impress ? 
Why any scrap of paper's good, — 
You sign it with a drop of blood. — 
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Faust 

If this be fully all you would demand, 
Your ludicrous idea — let it stand. 

Mephistopheles. 
Blood is a juice of a peculiar kind. — 

Faust 



\ 



Only dread not that I the contract break, — 
The full power impulse of my mind, 

Is in the promise that I make. 

Too high indeed IVe blown me out, 
To thy rank only I unite, 

That mighty spirit did me scout, 
Nature is shut against my sight, 

The threads of thought are torn to waste. 

All knowledge long is my distaste. 

Be then, our glowing passions all, 

In depths of sensual riot stilled, 
And in impervious magic veil. 

Be every marvel straight fulfilled. 
Let us rush in upon time's rushing sway. 



All -tirisriinifft -sf Jttfaie gce^ 
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Pausi. 

What am I dio], ift be imposnUe 

The crown of aU htimanity to gain. 
Where aU xoj oaward presring passions strain? 

M^histophiks. 

Just what you are, you will be still. 
Stick million-curled peniques upon your head ;- 
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And let your feet in socks an ell-high tread, 
What you now are, remain you ever will. 

Faust 

I feel it well — in vain of mortal mind, 

All treasures have I swept and gathered in ; 

And when at last I sit me down, I find 
That no new power is welling up within ; 

Even than I was, not a hairbreadth more high. 

Unto the Everlasting not more nigh, 

Mephistopheles, 

My worthy friend, the thing you see 
■ Just as the world regards it, quite ; 
But deal more knowingly must we. 

Ere life's joys leave us in their flight 
Deuce take it, thou hast hand and foot, 
A head too, and what not, to boot ! 
These truly hast thou — they are thine, — 
But call I therefore that less mine 
All that I livelily enjoy ? 
Count I six stallions in employ, 
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Is not the power they have my cfwn ? 
I race away — ^ara out and out a man — 
As if on four and twenty legs I ran. 
Take courage ; let this musing be ! 
Out, out into the world with me, 
And hear me when I say to thee. 
Your speculative churl is like a brute 
Round about wheeling, by a demon led, 

On barren heath, whilst pastures fair, that shoot 
Fresh verdure forth, are all around it spread. 

Faust 
How then begin ? 

Mepkisfopke/es, 

This instant hence we go. 
What drudging hole is this I'd like to know ? 
What style of life is this to lead ? 
Boring yourself and your young breed 1 
Leave it to your potbellied neighbour's jaws — 
Why should you plague yourself in threshing straws ? 
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The best of knowledge you can reach, 
You dare not to the urchins teach. 
Why ! I hear one within the corridor ! — 

Faust. 
I cannot see him — 'tis beyond my power. 

Mephistophdes. 

The poor lad waiteth long I know, 
Uncomforted, he must not go ; 
Your gown and cap ! come give them me, 
The mask will suit me chaimingly. 

\He disguises himself. 
Now leave it to my wit ! you'll see, 
Just fifteen minutes all I need ; 
Prepare for your fine journey with all speed. 

[Faust exit, 

Mephistopheleis. 

Aye ! reason, knowledge, — do but thou despise. 
The loftiest powers that man can exercise. 
Taught by the lying spirit, be, but thou. 



i 
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In magic art dehtsive, grounded now, 

ry€Tt D V" ^^ ^^^ ^ ^^^ ^^^^ — ^^^ ^^ ^^' "^^ "^v^^ ! 
— /^ This man by fate was with a soul endowed, 

That would, unruly, ever onward sweep. 

Whose over hasty striving mood, 

Would earthly pleasure overleap. 

Drag him will I through the lewd haunts of life. 

Through shallow littleness ; — 

1*11 have him writhe, be motionless, and cleave, — 

Unto his greediness. 

Food, drink before his eager lips shall float. 

And for regalement vainly shall he pray ; 

Made over to the devil were he not, 

To ruin had he hurried, any way. 

\Scholar enters. 



Scholar. 

But a short time have I been here, 
Full of devotion I appear; 
A man to speak to and to know, 
Whom all have named to me with awe. 



Ill 

Mephistopheles, 

Your courtesy delights me much, 
You see a man, as many such, 
What have you studied at before ? 

Scholar, 

Thou in charge take me, I implore — 

I come to thee with spirit good, 

A middling purse, and vigorous blood ; 

Mother was much against my going, 

But here I wish to learn what's worth the knowing. 

Mephistopheles. 
Then are you in the very fitting place. 

Scholar. 

I gladly would my steps retrace ] 
These walls, these porches, I avow. 
They do not please me anyhow ] 
A stinted place as e'er was seen — 
We see no trees — no, nothing green ; 
And in the halls, on the bench tier, 
I cannot see, or think, or hear. 
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Mephistopheies, 

By custom that can come alone, — 

The child don't take the mother's breast 
At first right greedily, but soon 

It comes to feed itself with zest 
And so at wisdom's breast may you, 
Each coming day, find pleasures new. 

Scholar, 

Hang would I round her neck with rapture rare ; 
But only tell me — how can I get there ? 

Mephistopheles. 

Explain e'er you go further on, 
What faculty, you've fixed upon. 

Scholar. 

To be right learned, I aspire — 

To comprehend is my desire, 

What is above, what here below, J 

Nature and science — ^all, in fact ^ 



< 
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Mephistopkeles. 



You're on the right scent, if 'tis so ; 
But your attention don't distract ! 



Scholar, 

In soul and body Fm devote, 

But I would like — excuse me, please — 

Some sport — some little going out 
On the fine summer festal days. 

Mephistopheles, 

Husband your time — so quick, 'tis out of reach — 

Yet to improve your time, doth method teach ; 

And my dear friend, take you my counsel thence, 

With the collegium logicum commence. 

Then is your spirit trained aright. 

In Spanish boots, 'tis laced up tight. 

That it may creep the paths of thought 

With more precaution, and may not 

In all directions bolt meanwhile 

Up, down, in ignis-fatuus style — 

H 
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Then every day instruct they too. 

That what it was your wont to do 

Offhand — like eating, drinking, free, 

Must have beside, a one, two, three. 

True, with the fabric of the thought, it is 

^A.s with a weaving masterpiece ; 

A thousand threads one treddle pli6s. 

The shuttles up and down they go, 

One knot a thousand bindings ties, 

The slipping threads unseen they flow ; 

Comes your philosopher — and he 

Proves to you that all this must be — 

The first was so, the second so, 

Therefore the third and fourth are so. 

And if the first and second had not been, 

Why, then, the third and fourth were never seen. 

In every school, this, scholars praise, 

But never weavers were they all their days — 

Who would discern, define aught that's alive, 

Tis his first aim, the spirit, out to drive — 

Then portions of the thread he holds in hand, 

And only wants, alas ! the spirit band. 
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This chemistry calls encheirisis naturce, 

Makes herself out a fool, and how ? that knows not she 

Scholar, 
Distinctly understand thee, cannot I. 

Mephistopheles, 

It will be better by-and-by, 

When you learn all things to reduce, 

And classify, as is the use. 

Scholar, 

About it all, I feel myself as dull 

As if there went a mill wheel in my skull. 

McphistopheUs, 

Later — all other things before, 
Must you on metaphysics pore : 
There see that thoughtful you retain 
What suiteth not a mortal brain. 
For what goes in, what does not go. 
Fine words are at your service, though ; 
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But above all, in this half year, 
Strictly to every rule adhere. 
Five lectures have you every day, 
As the bell rings, be in, I say. 
Have yourself well got up 'forehand — 
Be the paragraphos well scanned, 
You thus see better, as you look, 
That he but says, what's in the book, — 
You must be busy with your writing too. 
As if the Spirit dictated to you. 

Scholar. 

That twice thou dost not need impress ! 

I know what good from that must come — 
In black and white what we possess. 

We confidently carry home. 

MephistopheUs, 
But choose we some one faculty, that's it ! 

Scholar. 
To Law I can't myself accommodate. 
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Mephisiopheles, 
And I can't blame you for it, I admit, 
That science know I well to estimate. 
Statutes and laws ! why they descend 

Like an eternal evil in the blood, 
From race to race, their trailing course extend, 

From place to place, drag slowly on their road. 
Sense becomes folly, kindliness a curse ; 

Woe to you if a grandchild you should be — 
Of laws, that in our conscience find their force, 

Of these, no question is there — none, woe's me. 

Scholar, 

My loathing waxes with thy speech ; 
Oh ! lucky he, whom thou may'st teach, 
IVe half a mind to take Theology ! 

Mephisiopheles. 

I would not like to lead you wrong, not I ; 

Then as to what that science doth comprise, 
A wrong way to avoid, 'tis hard to learn it ! 

Poison, so much, occult within it lies, 
That hardly from the med'cine we discern it j 
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Hear but one man, it is the best of ways, 

And ever swear by what your master says ; 

Stick to the word, I say to you in fine. 

Then through sure gate you enter wisdom's shrine. 

Scholar. 
A word must have a meaning, I opine. 

Mephisiopheles, 

Surely ! but dpn't let that too much torment, — 
For ever when of meaning, there's a dearth, 

A word appears as if it somewhat meant : 

With words are wondrous contests carried forth, 
With words alone a system men achieve, — 
And in the word men faithfully believe, — 
One word they would not of a jot bereave. 

Scholar, 

* 

Thee with my many questions I detain. 
Forgive : but I must trouble thee again ; 
Would'st thou but kindly say a word or two 
Of weight, of med'cine to me? pray thee, do ; — 
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Three years, they very quickly glide, 
And oh ! good heaven, the field is wide ; 
We feel our way we sooner make, 
If we a finger-post overtake. 

MephistophdcB (to himself), 

Vm wearied with this prosing tone ; 
Again must play the devil out and out 

\Aloud. 

Med'cine ! its spirit easily is known ! — 

Study the world, the great, the small, about, 
That at the last you may let matters run, 
Just as it pleases heaven it should be done. 
In vain, that you all round at science race, 

Learns only every one, what learn he can, 
He who the favoring moment may embrace. 
He is the genuine man. 

You're tolerably built I see, — 
You won't fail in audacity, — 
If only trust yourself you do. 
Then other men will trust in you ; 
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In special with the women learn to deal, 
Their everlasting pains and cries, 

So thousand wise, 
From the one point you have to heal. — 
Of halfway decency assume the air, 
And then you have them all beneath your care, — 
A title first must give them ground to hope. 
That your skill that of many doth transcend. 
You're welcome then for trifling things to grope. 
Which others skim about for years on end ; — 
How well to press the pulse, take heed you know, 
And with a knowing look, yet ardent too, 
Lay hold, free, close, around the tender waist. 
Merely to see how tightly she is laced ! 

Scholar, 
This better looks ! where, how, we now divine. 

Mephistopheles, 

All ! theory is gray, young friend of mine. 
Whilst golden tree of life is ever green. 
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Scholar. 

I swear to you, as &i a dream I've been, 
Dare I another time intrude to list 
Thy wisdom, and to know it to the root ! 

Mtphistopheles. 
It shall be, if I can, as you insist 

Scholar. 

It is impossible to leave, without 
Presenting thee, my album, and imtil 
Thou dost vouchsafe this mark of thy goodwill 
\Mephistophdes writes and gives it. 

Scholar reads. 

Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum et malum. 

[He makes a reverential obeisance 
and retires. 

Mephistopkeles. 

The snake, my cousin, follow thou — follow the olden say. 
Thy divine image, without fail, affright thee will some day. 



Fauit advances. 
And whither go we now ? 

M/phistopheles. 

Your will I wait. 
We see the small world first, and then the great— 
And with what pleasure, what advantage too, 
Must you with me this cursus revel through ! 



But then with this long beard I wear, 
I want life's easy-Uving air — 
In the attempt I can't succeed — 
I never with the world agreed — 
Myself so small, mid other's see — 
Embarrassed ever must I be. 

Mephistophela. 

My worthy friend, all this will give — 

Trust in youisd^ then know you how to live. 
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Faust 

How from this chamber shall we ride ? 
Horses and servants, chariot — ^where ? 

MephistopheUs, 

We need but spread the mantle wide, 

'Twill bear us through the fields of air ; 
Only by this bold step have heed, you take 

No heavy bundle in your wake ; 
A trifling breath of fire I'll furnish forth, 
'Twill lift us up adroitly firom the earth j 
If we be light, we fleetly mount on high. 
Of your new course of life I wish you joy. 

[Exeunt 

AUERBACH'S CELLAR, LEIPZIG. 
Company of Jolly Companions. 

Frosch. 

Will no one drink ! no laughing — none ! 
1*11 teach you to put faces on ^ 
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To-day you are like straw soaked through, 
Burn in full blast, you used to do. 

I. 

Brander, 

That is thy fault ! There's nought comes out from thee.- 
Nothing that's hoggish — no stupidity. 

Frosch, 
{Pours a glass of wine over Brander' s head). 
There have you both. 

Brander. 
A double hog art thou. 

Frosch, 
It was your pleasure I should do the sow. 

Siebel. 

To door with him who quarrels I Shove him out, 
With open breast sing Runda — ^gulp and shout. 
Up, holla, ho. 



Altmayer, 

Woe's me, I'm done for. Here 
With cotton ! for the fellow splits my ear. 

SiebeL 

The bass voice sovereignty, then first we feel. 
When the arched roof, re-echoes to the peal. 

Frosch, 

Right ! Who takes aught amiss, out let him be. 
A-lara-lara-da. 

Altmayer. 
A-lara-lara-da. 

Fro8ch. 
The throats are well in tune, it seems to me. 

Sings, 

The dear and holy realm of Rome, 
How is it, it still holds together ? 
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Brander, 

An odious song ! a song of politics, 

A sorry song ; thank heaven each mom indeed, 

That for the Roman realm not care we need, 

A precious gain at least for me, that nor 

Emperor I am, nor Chancellor. 

But yet, without a head we can't get on. 

So let us choose a Pope anon ; 

You know the qualities that can 

Ensure election — raise the man. 

Frosch {sings). 

Dame Nightingale, soar off with thee. 

Greet thou my love ten thousand times for me. 

SiebeL 
Greet me no love 1 I won't hear aught of this. 

Frosch, 
Thou can'st prevent me ** Greet her with a kiss." 
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Sings, 

It is silent night ! withdraw the latch ; 
Withdraw it — thy dearest is on the watch ; 
Draw the latch to — it is early day. 

SiebeL 

Yes — praise — extol her — sing, O sing away ! 

My time will come for laughing too, 

She cheated me, so will she you ; 
A Kobold for a sweetheart may she find, 

Who at a cross road for his sport may woo her ; 
Or an old ram, from Blocksberg on the wind, 

Bleat in his gallop, a ^* good night " unto her. 
An honest fellow of pure flesh and blood. 
Is for the sorry wench a deal too good. 
There's but one greeting that might do, 
And 'tis to smash her windows through. 

Brander, 

Do as I tell you : give ye ear ! 

You, sirs, admit that I know how to live ; 
Enamoured swains are sitting here, 
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To these, and of my rank in right, 
Somewhat by way of treat to give, 

Feel I enforced as a " good-night." 
Give heed ! a song of newest cut — 
And give the chorus loudly out. 

Sings. 

In the cellar hole there was a rat, 

It lived but on fat and butter, 
And it had assumed a paunch — ^the rat — 

Like the paunch of Doctor Luther. 
The cook laid poison in its sight. 
For all the world it was as tight, 

As if with young it was going. 

Chorus, 
As if with young it was going. 

Brander, 

It raced around, and it raced outside. 

It gulped every dirty pool. 
It gnawed, scratched the house in far and wide, 

And its fury nought served to cool. 



J 
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Many an anguished spring it made, 
Enough ere long the poor beast had, 
As if with young it was going. 

As if with young it was going. 

Brander^ 

In its agony mid light of day, 
Did it then to the kitchen race, 

Fell on the hearth, and jerked, and lay> 
And wheezed at a piteous pace. 

The poisoner, then laughing goes, 

Ha-ha, it's now at its last throes, 
As if with young it was going. 

Chonu. 
As if with young it was going. 

SiebeL 

How pleased the stupid churls with that ! 

A fitting art 'tis, I opine ; 

Poison to lay for a poor rat I 

I 



Brander. 
Are rats then favourites of thine ? 

Altmayer, 

Thou paunch there, with the empty pate ! 

His ill luck makes him tame, benign ; 
He seeth in the swollen rat. 

His very image — every line. , 

Faust and Mephistopheles. 

MephtBtopheles, 

Thee must I before everything, 

Into a jovial meeting bring. 

That thou may*st see how easy is life's way, — 

A holiday to ^these is every day ; 

With little wit and ample ease, 

In narrow circling dance all wheel about, 
As cats their tails chase after, so do these. 

And if for a sore head, they don't cry out, 
So long the host may further credit give. 
Careless and happy do they live. 
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Brander. 

They're just come off a journey here, 

By their strange manners that seems clear, 

They are not here an hour on end. 

Frosch, 

In truth thou'rt right, to Leipzig me commend. 
That's a small Paris — 'tis refinement's school 

SiebeL 
What are the strangers ? What would'st thou suppose. 

Frosch. 

Let me alone, and with a glass well full, 
Like a child's tooth shall you behold me pull 
From these two blades, the worm out of the nose,— 
For me, I'd say they are of noble stock, 
They have a proud and discontented look. 

Brander. 
They're surely mountebanks, I bet that's it. 
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Attmayer, 
Perhaps ! 

Frosch, 
Give heed, 111 banter them a bit 

MephistopheUs to Faust 

The merry crew ! they smell the devil not, 
Why even if he had them by the throat 

Famt 
We greet you, sirs. 

SiebeL 

Much thanks and re-salute. 
(Looking aside at Mephistopheles). 
Why limps the fellow on one foot ? 

Mephistophelean 

To let us join your party, should you deign, 

Stead of good wine which is not here to find. 
Delight in your society we gain. 
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AUtnayer, 
You're a fastidious fellow — ^that's my mind. 

Frosch, 

At a late hour from Rippach you departed? 
Supped you with Mister Hans before you started ? 

Mephistopkeles, 

We passed him by, to-day, in coming hither, 
But the last time we had a talk together, 

About his cousins here, he had much speech, 
He charged us with his compliments to each. 

[Makes an inclination to Frosch, 

Altmayer {low). 
Hast caught it 1 He's well up ! 

Siebil, 

Sly fellow that ! 

Fros^, 
Trust it to me. I'll catch him— only wait — 
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Miphiatopheles, 

We heard, or I am very mucji misled, 
Well practised voices in full chorus sing ; 

And doubtless from the vault roof overhead, 
A song must in full volume echoing ring. 

Frosch. 
A finished virtuoso 1 are you such ? 

Mephistophdes. 
Not I, power small — ^but pleasure in it much. 

Altmayet, 
Give us a stave. 

Mephtstopkeles, 
Many, if you incline. 

Siebel, 
No 1 no ! but one ! — some span new strain. 
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Mephistopheles. 

We're just on our return from Spain, 
The lovely land of song and wine. 

(Sings). 

Once on a time there was a king 
Who had a great big flea. 

Frosch, 

Hear him ! a flea 1 Have you right heard the stave ? 
A flea, I think a pleasant guest to have I 

Mephistopheles, 

Once on a time there was a king 

Who had a great big flea, 
And loved him not less did the king 

Than if his son were he. 
He called his tailor, — the snip came 

To hear what was to do ; 
Measure me this squire for a coat, 

A pair of breeches too I 
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Brander. 

Forget not that the snip be strictly told 
To measure him in his correctest style — 

And warn him that the breeches cast no fold, 
As he sets value on his head the while. — 



Mephistopheles. 

In a silken dress and velvet, 

Is he now fully clad ; 
Upon his coat were ribbons set, 

A cross, too, on he had. 
A minister became he straight, 

A great star did he sport ; 
His kinsmen, they became lords great 

They also at the court 

The courtier lords and ladies 

« 

They were tormented sore ; 
The queen and the waiting women, 

Were bit and stung all o'er. 
And yet then they dared not crack them, 

Nor scratch them off away ; 
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Yet crack them do we, and choke them, 
Soon as bite us they may. 

Chorus, 

Yet crack them do we, and choke them, 
Soon as bite us they may. 

Frosch, 
A good song that Bravo ! bravo ! 

Siebel, 
May every flea fare even so ! 

Brander, 
Sharpen the finger — pin them fine. 

AltmaycK 
Freedom, hurrah ! Hurrah for wine. 

MephistopheUs. 

In honour high of freedom, to drink I'd not be loth. 
If only were these wines of yours of somewhat better 
growth. . 
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Sicbd. 
We'd rather not hear that again. — 

MephistopheUs, 

I only fear your landlord might complain — 
Wer't not for that, unto these guests discreet 
Out of our cellar would I give a treat 

Siebel. 
I take that on myself— just bring it here — 

Frosch, 

Well thank you if you give us a good drink — 
But let the sample not too small appear — 

If I'm to tell you what I think, 

I'd beg to have my chops right full, I say. 

Altmayer (in a low tone). 
They're from the Rhine smell I. 
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Mephistopheles, 

A gimlet, pray ! 

Brander. 

A gimlet! Why? 

Those casks of yours are not outside the door ? 

Altmayer. 
Our host a tool box keeps in his back store — 

Mephistopheles {taking the gimlet). 

What wine to taste 
Would you prefer? 

Frosch. 

Such store thou hast ? 
How mean you, sir? 

Mephistopheles. 
To every one of you free choice I leave. 
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Alimayer (to I^rosch), 
Aha ! you lick your lips now I perceive. — 

Frosch. 

Well then, if I'm to choose, I take the vintage of the 

Rhine — 
My fatherland, the choicest gifts that are bestowed, are 

thine. 



Mephistopheles (poring a hole at that side of the table 
where Frosch is seated,) 

Some wax to make the corks — ^provide it quick. 

Altmayer. 
Ah ! 'tis some juggling trick. 



Mephistopheles {to Brander), 



And you ? 
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Brander, 

For me, champagne \ 
And be it of true sparkling vein. 

[Mephistopheles bores — one has made the 
corks and put them in, 

Brander, 

The foreign can we always not avoid — 
The good so oft lies from us far away. 

The genuine German can't the French abide — 
But yet to drink their wines, right glad are they. 

Siebel {whilst Mephistopheles approaches him), 

I do not like sour wines, I must admit — 
Give me a glass of something genuine, sweet. 

Mephistopheles, 
For you, Tokay shall straightway flow. 

Altmayer, 

Gentlemen, look me in the face — no 1 no ! 
You're making sport of us, I see it clear. 
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Mephistophdes, 

Aye, aye. 'Twere somewhat risky, I would fear. 
Of noble guests like you to make my sport — 
Quick — only out with it — what sort 

Of wine for you, shall I draw here ? 

AUmayer, 

Why all — ^but cut your questions short ! 

\The holes are all bored and stopped up, 

Mephistopheles^ {with strange gesture). 

Grapes the vine rears — 

Horns, the ram bears ; 

Wine is juicy — wood is the vine, 

The table of wood can also give wine. 

A deep glance into nature I See 

A miracle here. Just believe it ye ! 

Now out with the corks and taste the wine. 

All {drawing the corks, the wine which each had asked 
for running into his glass). 

What beautiful fount, ^at for us doth run I 
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Mephistophdes, 

Take ye care, take ye care, to spill of it none. 

\They drink repeatedly, 

{All sing). 

We are quite at our ease in cannibal style — 
As were we five hundred swine. 

Mephistopheles. 
They're quite at home — ^just see how they get on. 

Faust 
I gladly would go hence ! 

Mephistopheles, 

But first observe — the beastliness anon 
Will in right noble fashion evidence. — 

Siebel {drinks carelessly, the wine flows to the ground 

and becomes flame,. 

Help— Help I Fire— Fire ! It is the flames of Hell. 
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Mepkistopheles {adjuring the flames). 

Thou fiendly element, be still — 

[To Sicbel. 
This time 'tis but a taste of Purgatory. 

What meaneth that ? Wait — it shall cost you dear ; 
That you don't know us, 'twouJd appear. 

Frosch. 
A second time with us, that game don't try. 

Alimayer. 
Bid him be off— but softly, so say I. 

Sidfd. 

How sir, and so you dare 

Your hocus-pocus practise there 1 

Mepkistopheles. 
Silence, old wine cask. 



us 

Sidfd, 

Broomstick ! 

And to be grossly rude you still propose ? 

Brander. 
Just wait— upon them with a shower of blows 1 

Altmaytr {draws a cork from the table — 
fire springs to his face)^ 

I bum I I bum 1 

Sidfd. 

Tis magic, I proclaim — 
Pitch into him — the villain is fair game. — 

\They draw their knives and rush 
upon Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles {with solemn gesticulation). 

Let false image, at my word 
Change the sense — be place transferred ! — 

K 
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Be ye here, 
And be ye there ! 

Alimayer. 
Where am I ? AATiat fair land in sight ? 



Frosch. 



Vineyards ! if I see aright 



SiebeL 
And grapes there are too, handy quite. 

Brander. 

Look mid this green foliage here ! 
O what a prop — ^what grapes appear ! 

\He seizes Siebel by the nose — the others 
seize one another's noses, and raise 
their knives. 
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Mephistopheles (with the same solemn gesticulation). 

Deception ! Loose the visual band, 
How jokes the Devil — understand ! 

[Disappears with Faust — the com- 
panions separate^ 



Siebd. 



What is it ? 



Altmayer. 

How? 
Frosch. 
Thy nose was that ? 

Brander to Siebel. 
And thine it is, my hand is at ? 

Altmayet\ 

It was a shock — it went through every limb 
Reach me a chair will one of you — I fall. 
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Frosch, 
No— only tell me what has happened all ! 

SiebeL 

Where is the dog ? if I get scent of him 
AJive he shan't escape me, be ye sure. 

Altmayer, 

I saw him ride out at the cellar door 

Upon a cask. There's lead weight at my feet. 

[Turning to the table. 
'Tis strange — perhaps the wine is running yet. 

Siebel, 
'Twas all deceit — z, lie — a cheating show. 

Frosch. 
'Twas wine that we were drinking, thought I though. 

Brander, 
But then about the grapes.— 
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Altmayer. 

One thing, pray tell- 
Shall we believe no miracle ? 



WITCH KITCHEN. 

A low hearth — a large cauldron on the fire — amid the 
rising steam different figures seen. A female mon- 
key sits by the cauldron — scums it, and sees that it 
does not run over. The male monkey warming 
himself with the young ones beside him — ^walls and 
roof display witch furniture of the oddest char- 
acter. 

Faust — Mephistopheles. 

FausU 

Loathsome to me this magic mad affair ! 
Dost thou engage I youth recover there 

Amid that waste of lunacy ? 
Counsel shall I from an old hag implore ? 

And shall this filthy cookery 
Rid me the load of tiiirty years or more ? 
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Woe's me ! of nothing better hast thou thought 
Then hath already run my hope to ground. 

Hath nature, hath a noble spirit, not 
Balsam, some kind or other, ever found ? 

Mephistopheles. 

Again with reason dost thou speak, my friend — 
Nature hath means thy youth time to renew — 

Tis in a book of very different kind, 
A very curious chapter, is it, too. 

Faust 
Know it I will I 

Mephistopheles. 

All right ! one means she pelds — 

No need of money, leech, or sorcery — 

Betake thee forthwith to the fields. 
Thy hand at hoeing, digging try. 

Thyself, thy senses, keep them constantly 
Within a closely stinted sphere — 



Nourish thyself with simple cheer, 
As beast with beast, so live, and don't conceive 

Thyself abased, the field thou reap'st, to dung, 
That's the best means, believe 

For four times twenty years to keep thee yOung. 

Faust 

Such life don't suit me — take in hand the spade ? 
I could not condescend to such a trade — 
A straiten'd life would not agree with me. 

Mephistophdes^ 
We must then to the Witch, the work to do. — 

Faust 

Why the old woman ? — ^why but only she ? 
Hast not thyself the power the draught to brew ? 

Mephistophdes, 

A pretty pastime that for me indeed ! 

I might a thousand bridges build meanwhile — 



Not art and science only are in need- 
There must be patience by the work as well 

A spirit calm works on for years in length, 

Time only gives the fermentation strength. 
Then all belonging to it, too ! 

The strangest things they are to name — 
The Devil taught her, it is true, 

But he can't make it, all the same. 

{Pcruiving the Beasts), 

There — see a pretty race you can ! 
This is her maid and that her man. 

{j;o the Beasts), 
Your mistress is not in, I*d say. 

The Beasts. 

At a feast away. 

Up chimney — house out. — 

Mephistophdes. 
How long is she in use to gad about ? 
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The Beasts. 

Long as we warm our paws, no doubt I 

Mephistopheles to Faust, 
Now of these tender brutes, what is your mind ? 

Faust, 
Nought ever yet beheld I so absurd. 

Mephistopheles, 

Indeed ! Why then a confab of this kind 
Is just the very thing by me preferred. 

{To the Beasts), 

So tell me then, you cursed baby group. 
What twirl you in the brew around. 

Beasts, 
We're making ready some thin beggar soup. 
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Mephistophdes, 
YouVe a large custom, 111 be bound. 

The Male. 

Make me rich— come, the dice 
Just throw, in a trice — 

Let me win — let me win. 
Things are ordered right bad, 
Had but money I had. 

In my senses I'd been ! 

Mephistopheles, 

How blest this monkey, could he buy 
A ticket in the lottery. 

[Meanwhile the young ones have been 
playing with a large ball and roll 
it forward. 

Male, • 

The world is the ball — 
It doth rise — doth fall, 
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Unceasingly spin, — 
Like glass it rings, 
How soon it springs ? 
Tis hollow within. 
Here shining o'er, 
And here still more ! 

I am living I ! — 
My dear son thou 
Keep clear of it now. 

Thou must die — 
It is clay, 
In fragments it breaks away. 

Mephistopheles, 
What means this sieve ? 

The Male [bringing it down). 

If you were a thief, 

I'd look through it and know ! 

\JIe runs to the female and makes 
her look through it. 
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Look through the sieve^ 
Dost thou know the thief? 
And him name can'st not thou ? 

Mephistopheles (approaching the fire). 
And then this pot ? 

Male and Female Monkeys, 

He knows it not ! 
He knows not the cauldron, 
The stupid fool I 



Mephistopheles. 
Thou'rt a mannerless brute. 

Malt Monkey. 

Take the brush. — Sit thee down ! 
Here on the stooL 

[Compels Mephistopheles to sit down. 
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I^aust {who during this time has stood before a mirror — at 
one time approaching it^ at another retiring from it). 

Wliat see I ? What a heavenly portraiture 

To sight within this magic mirror springs ? 

Oh ! lend me, Love, the swiftest of thy wings 
To her abode transport me, I adjure. — 
Ha ! if I stand not rooted on this spot, 

If near, upon advancing step I dare. 
Save as in mist veil, then I see it not. 

Of womankind that image the most fair — 
Is woman then so fair ? can it be true ? 

In this reclining form, the aggregate 
Of all the heavens, is it my fate to view ? 

And is there aught on earth, with this can mate ? 



Mephistopheles, 

Aye, if a Gk)d could trouble take six days. 
If at their end, bravo. He says. 
Somewhat must have judiciously been done — 
At present till you're satisfied, gaze on — 
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I know a sweetheart such, I can provide, — 
Happy, whose fortune 'tis to take her home as bride. 

[J^aust continues standing before the 
mirror. 

[Mephistopheles {leaning back on 
the stool and ikying with the 
tail f any continues : — 

Here sit I like a king upon his throne — 
The sceptre here — I only want the crown. 

\The beasts y which have been mcLking 
all manner of strange movements 
amongst themselves^ bring a crown 
to Mephistopheles y and scream 
loudly. 

Oh ! be but so good. 
With sweat and with blood, 
The crown here to lime ! — 

\They go about awkwardly with the 
crown, break it in two, and spring 
cibout with the pieces. 
'Tis done for I and we I 
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We speak and we see, 
We hear and we rhyme. 

Faust {opposite the mirror). 
Alas ! woe on me I I am well nigh mad. 

Mephistopheles {pointing to the Beasts). 
A swimming in my head myself, IVe had. 

The Beasts. 

And if lucky we are, 
If our rhymes don't jar, 
Then thoughts come in time. 

Faust 
My breast is all afire — let us be gone. 

Mephistopheles. 

There are true poets — this at least we own. 

l^The cauldron^ to which the female 
has not attended^ runs over — a 
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great flame rises which reaches the 
chimney stalk. The witch comes 
through the flame with a terriflc 
scream. 



The Witch. 

Au ! au ! au ! 
Thou damned beast — ^accursed sow ! 
Neglect the cauldron — singe thy mistress thou I 

The cursed beast — 

What doth this mean ? 

Who are you here ? 

What want you here ? 

Who is't stole in ? 

Fire torment grim 

In your every limb I 

[She rushes to the cauldron with the 
scumming ladle, and squirts flames 
over Mephistopheles — Faust and 
the Beasts — t?u beasts whine. 
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Mephisto'plieles {turns round the tail fan which he holds 
in his hand^ and lays about him amongst glasses and 
pots. 

In two ! in two ! 

There lies the brew-^ 

There the glass lies — 

But joking wise 1 

Thou carrion I, 

Keep tune with thy melody 1 

[The witch, /nil of rage and terror ^ 
steps back, 
Know'st me, thou skeleton — thou monster thou I 

Thy Lord and master dost not thou divine ? 
That hard I strike not, what should hold me now ? 
Thee shatter and these kitten sprites of thine ? — 
To my red doublet, what I no more respect ? 
And this cock feather dost not recollect ? 
Hid I this visage from thy glance ? 
Or should I name myself perchance ! 

The Witch. 
O, sir, forgive the rough salute — 

L 
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But I can see no cloven foot, 

And then your pair of ravens — ^Where are they ? 

Mephistopheles, 

For once excuse you this I may — 

For to speak truth — some time hath past 

Since saw we one another last. 

The culture that the world all through 

Licks at, hath reached the devil too. 

No longer now the northern phantom shows. 

Horns, tail and claws, now no one knows. 

As for the foot — ^that I can't do without, — 

Amid the world 'twould damage my affair — 
Therefore like many a youth who goes about. 

False calves, for many years, I'm used to wear. 

Witch {dancing), 

I lose my wit and sense well nigh 
At sight of younker Satan by. — 

Mephistopheles, 
Woman ! forbid I that such name be named ! 
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And why? What has it done to be disclaimed ? 

Mephistopheles, 

Since long, in fable-book — 'tis only writ, 
And yet are men no better, all the same— 

From devil free, themselves are devils yet, 
Call me Sir Baron, that's a fitting name — 

Like other cavaliers-^I'm cavalier, — 
As to my noble blood, you have no fear — 

The arms I bear — behold and see them here. 

\Makes an indecent gesture. 

Witch. 

Ha ! ha 1 Just in your style, I ween — 
You are a rogue — ^have always been. 

Mephistopheles (to Fausi), 

My friend, take note of that ! it will be found 
The best of ways all w^itches to get round. — 
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Wiich. 
Now tell me, sirs — What is your pleasure. 

Mephistopheles. 

The noted juice ! — a glass, and of good measure. 
But I must ask for what you have, most old, 
For years increase its active power twofold. 



WUch. 

I am right glad— I have a flagon there. 
From which sometimes by stealth I take a share. 
It smells not foul — not in the very least ; 
A little glass of it I'll freely give. 

(In a whisper). 
But if this man, yet unprepared should taste 
You know it well, an hour he could not live. 

Mephistopheks, 

He's a good friend, to whom it should do good, — 
Give him your kitchen's best, I wish you would. 
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Your circle trace — your incantation hymn, 
And give him then a cup full to the brim. 

[TAe witch with strange gestures 
draws a circle and 'places strange 
things within it ; meanwhile the 
glcLsses begin to ring, the kettles to 
sound — making music. At last 
she brings a large book, 'puts the 
monkeys into the circle. They 
serve her as a desk, and hold 
torches. She beckons to Faust to 
step up to her. 

Faust to Mephistopheles, 

What meaneth this — I pray you tell — 

This raving gesture, dullest cheat ! 
This rabid trash — I know- it well. 

I loathe it with unbounded hate. 

Mephistopheles, 

Eh ! nonsense ! but to laugh at ! only take 
Must you it not — in too austere a mood — 
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She must as leech a hocus-pocus make, 
That thus the juice she gives may do you good. 

[Tke Witch declaiming from the hook 
with strong emphasis. 

Understand thou must — 
Make ten from one, 
Leave two alone — 
Even, make three — 
Thus rich thou'lt be — 
Be the four lost. 
From five, six, each, 
So says the witch — 
Make seven and eight, — 
Tis accomplished straight ! 

And nine is one. 
And ten is none. 
Thus doth the witch arithmetic run. — 



Faust. 



The Beldame raveth in a fever fit ! 
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Mephistopheles. 

She's far from being over with it yet — 

I know it well — so chimes the book throughout — 

Much of my time with it, to waste hath run — 
For what is contradiction out and out, 

Is mystical to wise and fools, all one. 
The art is old aud new, you see — 

It ever was the mode in sooth. 
Through three and one, and one and three, 

Error to spread in lieu of truth. 
So prattle men — so teach — none interferes. 

About the fools, who is it troubles aught ? 
Man's wont is to believe, when words he hears. 

There should be something in them too, — Of thought. 

The Witch. 

The noble power of knowledge 
To all the world so dim — 

Who thinketh never. 

He hath it ever, 
Sans trouble ! gift to him ! 
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Faust 



What folly this she doth repeat ! 
A moment and my head may split. 
It seems to me, in chorus full, 
^ hundred thousand madmen howL 

Mephistophdes, 

Excellent sybil — ^thou ! enough ! enough ! 

Here with the draught I tell thee — let the stuff 

Fill the bowl quickly even, to the brim. 

This friend of mine — the drink will not harm him. 

Much has he seen of life in many a way, 

Has many a good draught swallowed in his day. 

\The Witch J with many ceremonies, 
presents the drink in a cup. As 
Faust lifts it to his lips a light 
flame rises. 

Mephistopheles, 

On — on ! — no fear — down with it now, 
And quickly 'twill rejoice thy heart. 
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Hail fellow with the devil thou ! — 
And at this flame in terror start ! 
Briskly out hence, I say. Thou must not rest. 

[TAe Witch opens the circle, I^aust 
steps out of it. 

Witch. 
May this small draught your purpose suit aright. 

Mephistopheles, 

Can I do you a favour, your request 
Must be made only on Walpurgis' night 



Witch, 

Here is a song — at times just sing the air, 
And you shall feel an efficacy rare. 

Mephistopheles, 

Let thou thyself be led — ^hence, hence with speed. 
Thou must transpire — it is a need — 
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That thus the power may inward, outward wind — 

Then, teach thee idleness to prize 
Will I, and with heart-rapture shalt thou find 

That Cupid moves, and springs, ai^d in what wise.- 

Faust 

Within the mirror, one fleet glance again ! 
The virgin portraiture was far too fair. 

Mephutopheles. 

No — no. The paragon to thee amain 
Of woman shall in living form appear. 

(In a low voice). 
With this drink stored within thy carcase, find 
Soon shalt thou Helen in all womankind. — 



THE STREET, 

Faust — Margaret passing. 

Faust 

My fair young lady — might I not presume 
To offer thee my arm, and see thee home. 
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Margaret 

I'm not a lady — nor am fair — 

I can go home myself — need no one's care. 

[She frees herself from him, and exit. 

Faust 

By Heavens ! she is a lovely child — 
Her equal have I ne'er beheld — 
Of virtue, grace, what wealthy pride ! — 
Yet with some sauciness beside — 
The rosy lip — the cheek's faint light, 
Ne'er can I in the world forget. 
Her eyes — she cast them down, in art. 
So deeply graven on my heart ! — 
And then her pertness too I but meet 
To make the ravishment complete ! 



Mephistopheles advances. 

Faust 
Hear me — that girl to get for me thou hast ! 
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Mephistopheles, 
What girl mean'st thou ? 

Faust^ 
She went this moment past — 

Mephistopheles, 

Fresh from the priest — if you mean that one there, — 
From all her sins he hath pronounced her clear — 
I stole past the confessional, quite near, 
And very guiltless is she, I declare. 
That just confessed for nothing, 'twould appear — 
O'er her I can no power engage ! 



Faust 
But she is more than fourteen years of age. 

Mephistopheles, 

Thou speakest like that spark, Jack Rake, 
Who lusteth after every pleasant flower — 
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Thinks, self-conceited, that to pluck and take 
All honour, favour, is within his power. 
But that wont always lead us to our end. 

Faust 

Do thou, my worthy laureated friend, 
Leave me from all thy moral saws in peace — 
And in a word, hear me protest — 
Doth not the sweet young creature rest 
This very night upon my breast, 
At midnight, to keep company we cease. 

Mephistopheles, 

Think of what's possible indeed 1 
Why fourteen days at least I' need, — 
Only to scent an opportunity. 

Faust, 

Could I but unmolested bide 

Seven hours, no deviPs aid beside 

Such creature to seduce, then need should I. 
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MtpKistophdes. 

Why almost speak you, as your Frenchmen prate !■ 

I pray you, don't yourself annoy — 

Upon the instant why enjoy ? 
Far is the bliss from being all so great, 

As when you dangle here and there. 

The little doll, first, mould, prepare, 

With all love's coaxing ways and speech, 

As your Italian stories teach. 



Faust 



I need not that my appetite to zest. 



Mephtstophdes. 

I mean no raillery, no jest, 
But with this pretty child — ^be't said, 
And once for all — we can't go so ahead. 
There's nothing there to get by storm — 
To stratagem, we must conform. 
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Faust 

Find somewhat that my angel sweetheart kept, 
And lead me to the chamber where she slept. 

A kerchief from her bosom give, 

A garter to my lust of love. 

4 

Mephistopheles. 

That you may see, to ease your pain. 
Be useful, zealous, I would fain, 
Let us not lose a moment, come. 
To-day 111 lead you to her room. 

Faust 
And shall I see her — have her? 

Mephistopheles. 

Nay. 
Within a neighbour's house she'll stay — 
Meanwhile and all alone, you may. 
In every hope of bliss some day, 
Graze on, her atmosphere amid, 
Until you're fully satisfied 
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Faust 
Now can we thither ? 

Mephistopheles. 

Tis too early stilL 

Faust 
Provide for me some gift for her — ^you will ? 

Mephistopheles, 
Quick with his gifts ! Good ! — he'll succeed by it 

Many fine places do I know, — 

Many old treasures buried low, 
I must look over them, a little bit. — 



EVENING. 
A Small Neat Chamber. 

Margaret (plaiting and fastening up her hair,) 

I would give something could I say 

Who was that gentleman to-day — 

He had indeed a gallant look, 

He must be of a noble stock. 

Yes ! I could read it plainly on his brow. 

He had not been so bold, were it not so. — 

\ExiU 
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Mephistopheles — Faust. 
Mephistopheks. 
Come in ! quite softly — only do come in ! 

Faust 
I beg of thee, me here alone to leave. — 

Mephistopheles. 

V 

All your young girls don't keep themselves so clean. 

JFaust {gazing around), 

I bid thee welcome — twilight sweet of eve, 
Thou that this holy shrine dost interweave — 
Oh ! sweet love torment — thou, that living art 
Longing, on dew of hope — ^grasp now my heart — 

The sense of calmness, how it breatheth nigh I 

Of order — of contentedness ! 
What wealth there is amid this penury, 

And in this dungeon — oh ! what blessedness ! 

[He throws himself into the leathern 
chair by the bed. 
Receive me thou ! — from thee the ages gone, 
In joy and sorrow open arm have found — 

M 
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Alas ! how often at this father throne 

Hath not a troop of children hung around ! 
It may be thankful for the Christmas boon, 

My love, with childhood's chubby cheeks hath here 
Devoutly kissed her grandsire's withered hand — 

Maiden — I feel thy spirit rustling near. 
Whence order and profuseness do expand, 

That, motherlike, instructs thee every day — 
Bids thee upon the board, the pure broad cover lay. 

And even at thy, feet to crisp the sand. 
O blessed hand — so very godlike thou — 

Thou mak'st this hut a heavenly kingdom now. 

[Ifs draws the bed-curtains. 

And here ! what grasps me ? whence this shuddering 
bliss ! — 

For lengthening hours here would I fain abide — 
Here nature in light dream world, didst thou, this 

Angelic being, to perfection guide. 
Here lay the child, her tender breast 

Filled with the wealth of life-blood warm — 
And here, in weaving, pure and blest. 

Developed hath that heavenly form ! 






And thou— ^hat is it hath thee hither brought? 
How feel I stirred by agonising thought ? — 
What would'st thou here ? Why is thy heart so sore ? 
Thou paltry Faust ! I know thee now no more. — 
Am I amid enchanted perfume here ? 

So straightway to enjoy impelled I seem, 

So, feel myself dissolve into love's dream — 
Sport are we of each pressure of the air ? 

And in this chamber should she enter now — 
Thy sacrilege, how would'st thou expiate ? 

The mighty bragger ! oh ! how small wert thou, 
Dying away, how prostrate, at her feet ! 

MephistopJidei. 
Be quick I say — I see her come, below. — 

Faust 
Away ! — away ! never return I hither. — 

Mephistopheles, 

A casket rather heavy too ! 

IVe brought it from some place or other — 
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Within the chest — just place it there — 
'Twill make her lose her wits, I swear. 
And then I've put some little things within 
That you another woman so may win — 
A child's a child in truth^ and play is play. 

Faust 
I know not if I should. — 

Mephistopheles, 

You doubt, I say ! 
Perhaps to keep the treasure is your view — 
Then I advise that hankering of yours 
The fine and pleasant passing hours, 
To spare, and me, from further trouble too — 
I trust it is not greed — 
I rub my hands — I scratch my head. 

\Heputs the casket into the chesty 
which he locks. 
Now off — haste — haste ! 
According to your will and taste 
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The sweet young child, to you to lead — 
And you ! You weigh it all, 
As if preparing for your lecture hall. 
As if before you there in flesh and blood 
Physics and metaphysics stood — 
Away. — 

[Exeunt. 

Margaret {with a lamp). 

It is so musty here, so close, 
And yet outside 'tis not so hot, — 
I feel so ! how ! I know it not — 

Mother I would were in the house — 
My body all is in a shiver — 
A foolish girl — am frightened ever. — 

[She sings whilst undressing. 

In Thule there was a king 
Right faithful to the grave — 

To him his dying mistress 
A golden goblet gave. 

Nought was more precious to him, 
He drained it every bout ; 
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And his eyes they overflowed 

Whene'er he drank thereout. 
When at last he came to die, 

His cities o'er he told — 
Unto his heir all gave he, 

But not the cup of gold. 
He sat at royal banquet — 

All round, his chivalry — 
In his high ancestral hall, 

His castle by the sea. 
Up stood the old carouser. 

He drank the last life glow ; 
And he cast that holy cup 

Into the flood below. 
He beheld it plunge, absorbed. 

And sink deep in the main ; 
And his eyes they sunk alike. 

No draught drank he again; — 

[S/^^ opens her chest to put in her 
clothes and sees the casket. 

How comes this pretty casket here ? 



i83 

The chest was locked by me, I'm clear — 
What can be in it ? very queer. 

As pledge perhaps some one has brought the thing. 

My mother may have lent some money on't — 
There hangs a little key upon the string — 

I'll open it — no reason why I don't. 

What is it ? God in heaven 1 See — see ! 

In all my days ne'er saw such I declare — 
Jewels ! a noble lady well might be 

Proud upon highest festival to wear — 
How would the chain suit me ? and whose are all 
The splendid things ? 

[SAe puts it on and goes to the glass. 

I would that I could call 
Only the earrings mine ? Another thing, 
I look in them — youth, youth — ^what good doth bring 
Beauty to you ? 
All fair and good 'tis true ! 
But leave it all unheeded that they do — 
They praise you — they ! 
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Half pitying way — 
All press for gold — 
All hang at gold, 

We poor ! alack-a-day ! 



PROMENADE. 

Faust in meditation pacing up and down. 

Enter Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles, 

By love despised — by elements of hell — aught worse 
I only wish I knew that I the act might curse ! 

Faust 

What's wrong ! What is it pinches you so sore ? 
I never in my life saw face so evil. 



Mephistopheles. 

Straight to the devil would I make me o'er- 
If only I myself were not the devil. — 
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Faust 

Has aught within your head been turned askew, 
To bellow like a madman suits it you ? 

Mephtsiopheles, 

Just think ! — the jewels I for Gretchen got, 

A dirty priest has carried off the lot. 

The mother grabs the things to take a look. 

And presently a secret dread she took ! 

That woman she has a very fine nose, 

In prayer-book for ever a snuffling goes. 

Of each stick of furniture can she tell 

If profane 'tis or holy — by the smell — 

And as for the jewels, clear scents she out. 

Not much of a blessing is thereabout — 

" Child," cried she, " things got in a way not good. 

They involve the soul and absorb the blood. 

To mother of God if in offering given. 

Rejoice us will she with manna from heaven." — 

Your Margaret made wry faces in truth. 

Don't look, thought she, a gift horse in the mouth — 
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And most truly a vile man is he not 

Who to me these things so politely brought. 

The mother thereon for a priest sent out, 

And scarce knew he what the joke was about, 

Ere he looked complacently at the sight, 

And said — " Your views are undoubtedly right, 

" He who can vanquish himself, he hath won — 

"The Church has a good strong maw of her own ; 

" For whole countries devoured hath she, and yet 

" Not ever herself did she over eat. 

** Dear women, unrightfully what's possessed, 

" Can the Church's stomach alone digest." 

Faust 

A common custom that — 'tis true, 
A king can do it or a Jew. 

Mephistopheles, 

He whipped up thereon a brooch, chain and ring 
As if it was all but a trifling thing — 
No less and no more made of the affair 
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Than if a basket of nuts had been there — 
He promised all sorts of reward on high, 
And they were much edified, too, thereby. 

Faust 
And Gretchen ? 



Mephistopheles. 

In a restless mood. 
Nor knows what she will do or should — 
Thinks day and night the trinkets o'er, 
But about him who brought them more. 

Fau%t, 

My love's annoyance makes me sad ; 
Quick with fresh jewels — those she had 
Were not so very precious after all. — 

Mephistophdes. 
And this my gentleman child's play would call ! — 
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Faust, 



Do only as I tell you how ! < 



Get close about her neighbour now. 
Devil ! don't stand there pap-starch I adjure. 
Go, a new set of ornaments procure. 



1 



Mephistopheles, 

'Twill, noble sir — with pleasure be bestowed. 

\Eodt Faust 

Why all the stars, the moon, the sun, 
Would such a smitten fool explode. 

As pastime for his darling one ! 



Neighbour's House. 

Martha (alone). 

May God forgive my husband ! He, 
Dear man, has not done well by me. 
There, out into the world he's gone, 
And leaves me on the straw alone. 



/ 

». 
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I did not vex him, he can tell ; 

I loved him, and God knows it well. 

{She weeps,) 
Perhaps he may be dead — tormenting state ! 
Could I but have his death certificate ! 

Margaret {enters)^ 
Martha I 

Martha. 
Well, Gretchen — what's the matter — eh ! 

Margaret. 

IVe almost sunk into the ground, — 
Another casket I have found 

Within my chest — ^'tis ebony — 
And things quite splendid too are there, 
Far richer than the first things were. 

Martha. 

You must say nothing to your mother more, 
She'll take it to confession as before. 
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Margaret. 

Only look at it — do — ^ah ! only see ! 

\Martha adorning her with them. 
Oh ! what a happy creature you should be ! 

Margaret. 

But I dare not — ah, me ! let myself be seen 

With them on ! on the streets, in the church, I mean. — 

Martha, 

Come only often o*er to me, and there 
The finery in secret you may wear. 
We'll have our satisfaction when you pass, 
Parading there, decked out, before the glass. — 
,And then occasions come — on festival, 
To people by degrees yon show them all — 
First a small chain — the ear pearls then. Your mother 
Won't see them : we'll cheat her one way or other. 

Margaret, 

Who was it, could both caskets bring ? 
There's witchery about the thing. — 
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{A knock at the door). 
My mother's knock ! — could that have been ? 

Martha (peeping through the curtain). 
It is a stranger gentleman ! Come in ! 

Enter Mephistopheles. 

Mephistopheles, 

Ladies — 1 take the liberty 
To enter without ceremony, 
I crave your pardon reverently. 

\praws back respectfully before Margaret. 
I wished to ask for Martha Schwerdtlein — pray. 

Martha, 
I'm she. What has the gentleman to say ? 

Mephistopheles {in a low tone to her). 



Enough for me — I know you now- 
A visitor of rank, I trow ! — 
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Forgive the freedom I have taen, 
This afternoon, I'll call again. 

Martha {aloud). 

Fancy — for all the world — just hear I 
He takes you for a lady, dear I 

Margaret 

A poor young thing I am, I find 
The gentleman is far too kind. — 
The jewels — ^they are not my own 1 

Mephist(ypheles. 

The jewels — ah I not that alone — 

She has such bearing, such a piercing eye- 

I'm very glad that here remain may I. — 



Martha, 



Why come you, sir, I long to know? 
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Mephistopheles, 

Would I had better news to show ! 

You wont make me pay for it please, 

Your husband's dead — sent his remembrances. 

Martha^ 

Is dead 1 true heart — alack-a-day. 
My husband dead — I faint away, 

Margaret 
Alas I dear woman — don't despair. 

Mephistopheles. 
Hear me the mournful tale declare I 

Margard, 

I'll never love a man while I have breath. 
The loss of him afflict me would- to death. 

Mephistopheles, 
Joys have their sorrows — sorrows have their joys. 

N 
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Martha. 
His last life hours, recount to me. 

Mephistopheles. 

Buried in Padua he lies 
In company of Saint Anthony. 
In a well consecrated nook, 
A bed for ever cool he took. 

Martha. 
And nothing else have you to me to bring ? 

Mephistopheies. 

Yes, an important great request 
Three himdred masses order you, that for his soul they 
sing ! — 

My pocket's empty for the rest. 

Martha. 

What, not a medal ! — trinket ! — no ! 
That in the bottom of the purse all craftsmen hoard 



^9$ 
As a retnembiSBte st€«ed > 

« 

Than not havfe such, or starve or beg would they. 

Mephistophdes. 

Madam— it grieve* me 'that it shouM be so^— 

And yet his money threw he not away. 
His faults he did repent them sore ; 
Yes — ^and deplored his ill-luck even more. — 



That men are so unfortunate I*-*for him, 
Alas I I'll pray full many a requiem. 



MephtBiopheUs, 

A husband soon you well deserve to find. 
You are a charming creature to my mind. 

Margaret. 
Ah ! no — that won't do now.-^ 
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Mephisiophdes, 

If husband, none, 
Be it meanwhile a lover. — It is one 
Of the most precious gifts the Heavens vouchsafe, 
Such a dear creature in one's arms to have. 



Margaret* 
Such custom in our country we don't know. — 

Mephistophdes, 
Custom or not, — it is adopted though. 

Martha, 
Do tell me I — 

« 

Mephistopheks, 

Yes — his death-bed stood I o'er. 
'Twas of half rotten straw, not quite so bad 
As dung. He died a Christian I must add ; 
And found he had still much upon his score — 
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How thoroughly I hate myself, he said, 

To have abandoned thus my trade 

And wife ! 

It kills me the remembrance ! Would I had 

But her forgiveness in this present life. 

Martha, 
Good man ! Forgiveness had he long gone by. — 

Mephistopheies. 
But she, Heaven knows, was more to blame than L 

Martha. 
He lied. What ! lie ! and he on the grave brink. 

Mephistopheies, 

At the last gasp he drivelled I do think, 
And a poor judge am I, if 'twas not true — 
'* For pastime,** said he, " I'd no time to gape, 
" First children and then bread for them to scrape. 
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" And bread, in sense the very widest too, 

" Nor by a chance in peace could eat my share." 



Martha, 

Has he forgot all truth, all love whatever. 
By day, by night, the drudgery we were at. 



Mephtstopheles. 

No ! Tenderly he thought of you and that. — 

He said, " From Malta when I sailed away, 

" War^ily for wife and children did I pray. 

" Then Heaven was gracious — our ship capture made 

" Of a Turk vessel with on board a treasure 

" Of the great Sultan — ^valour was repaid, 
" And I received in full allotted measure, 

" My share of it, as was but only right" 



Martha, 



How ! where ! have buried it perhaps he might ! 
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Mephistopheles, 

Where now the four winds have it in their flight 
Who knows ? a pretty girl took him in charge, 
Stranger in Naples when he strolled at large — 
She was a very loving faithful friend — 
He felt this till he made his blessed end 

Martha, 

Oh ! robber of his children — knave. 

Even all misery, all need, 

Could not his shameful life impede. 

Mcphistopheles, 

Yes, mark ! for that he's in his grave — 

And were I placed as you the same, 

I'd mourn him for a decent year, 

At some new sweetheart take betimes my aim. 

Martha, 

Oh Heavens ! a second like my first, I fear, 
In this wide world it would be hard to find, 



Scarce could there be a little fool with heart more kind — 
He liked the over-wandenng about. 
Strange women and strange wines he loved, no doubt, 
And the accursed dice — no worse. 






Mephistopheles, 

Well, well, that might be overlooked, of course, 

If he to you upon his side 

Excused almost as much as he enjoyed — 

Upon a like agreement now, 

I*d exchange rings with you, I vow. 

Martha. 
liie gentleman is pleased to jest* 

MephistqpheleB {apart). 

Now, ril be off in time, 'twere best — 
To hold the Devil at his word she's fit 

(71? Gretchen). 
And then yoiu: heart I how does it stand with it ? 
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Margaret. 
What means the gentleman ? 

Mephisiopheles, 

Pure, guiltless child. 
Ladies — Farewell ! {aioud). 

Margaret, 

Farewell. 

Martha. 

Quick, tell me now ! 
I*d wish some evidence I held 
That my dear's dead and buried — when — where — ^how ? 
Of order ever was I friend indeed — 
I'd like his death in the *• Week Print " to read. 



Mephistopheles. 

Good women — of two witnesses by mouth 
Itself, doth ever manifest the truth — 



A courteous comrade have I ready here, 
Him will I make before the judge appear, 
ril bring him hither. 

Martha. 

Do, I pray. 

Mephistopheles, 

And the young lady will be in the way ? — 
A clever youth he is, much travelled too ; 
Renders to ladies the obeisance due. 

Margaret 
But blush before the gentleman I would. 

Mephistopheles, 
Before no king upon this earth, you should ! 

Martha. 

Behind the house — within the garden, then.. 
This evening we expect the gentlemen. — 
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STREET. 
Faust — Mephistopheles. 
Faust, 
How is it — does it speed — ^all soon be right ? 

Mephistophdes. 

Ah, bravo 1 — find I you a-blaze? 

Gretchen is shortly yours, — this very night 

At neighbour Martha's — there you're free to gaze- 
A woman that, as by selection, made 
For fortune-telling — for the pandering trade. — 



Faust, 



So well ! 



MephistopheUs. 
But crave they too from us somewhat. — 

Faust. 
One service claims another, does it not ? 
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Mephistopheles. 

We only need in valid form attest 
Her husband's outstretched limbs in Padua rest 
In consecrated earth. 



Faust 

Sage thought indeed- 
Then must we first that journey undergo. 

Mephistopheles. 

Sancta Simplicitas — of that no need ! 
Attest, it matters not that much we know. — 

Faust 
Have you nought better, done for is our plan.- 

Mephistopheles. 

Attest not, and you're done for — ^holy man — 
Is this the very first time in your days. 
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That you have witnessed to what was not true ? 

Of God, the world, what therein stirreth, too, 

Of man, what moveth head and heart, have you 
No definition laid in powerful phrase 

With hardy breast, and with a shameless brow ? — 
And in your soul must you be well aware. 

You know as much about the whole affair 
As of this Schwerdtlein's death you're knowing now. 



Faust 



Liar and sophist art thou, and for aye. 

Mephistopheles, 

Unless you knew a little deeper— yea — 
Aye, and to-morrow will you not delude 
Poor Gretchen, in most honourable mood, 
And every soul — love — ^passion won't you swear ? 

Faust 
And from my heart it is. — 
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' Wen that is rare I 
And then the love and truth to your last hour — 
Exclusive passion of o'ermastering power, 
Is this too from your heart as well ? Is't there ? 

Be done with this— ^tis so. Tf 1 do feel 
If for the feeling, for what throngs my mind, 
I seek to learn a name, and none can find — 

Then through the world, all sense bestirring, steal. 

Of loftiest words, grasp at them all ; 
And if I then what bumeth me, this flame 
Eternal, infinite, do ever name 

A devilish lying play 1 — this would you call ? 

Mephistopheles, 
Still am I right. — 

Fctust 

Hear, mark you this, 'twere meet, — 
Have pity on my lungs I do entreat. — 
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He who resolves his point to carry out, 
And hath a tongue — he carries it, no doubt. 
Now, come — I hold this prattle in disgust. 
I Qwn you're tight, chiefly because I must. — 



GARDEN. 

Margaret on Faust's Arm. 

Martha with Mephistopheles walking up and 

DOWN. . s 

Margaret 

The gentleman but spares me, I must own. 

Lets himself down, my blushes up to call. 
You travelled men I — they are so ever prone. 

From simple kindness to put up with all. 
I know too well, my poor talk never can 
Have interest for such a skilful man. 

Faust 

One glance from thee, one word doth charm me more 
Than all the wisdom hath the world in store. 

\He kisses her hand. 
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MargareU 

How could you kiss it — don't that trouble take — 

It is not clean — so cparse to touch. 
What all work am I not obliged to make ! • 

My mother is too strict by much. 

\Tkey passhru 

Martha, 
And you, sir. — ^You are always on the road ? 

Mephistopheles. 

Alas ! that business— duty should me goad I 
With how much sorrow leave we many a spot, 
Where to remain our stars allow us not ! 

Martha, 

It suiteth well, in youth's rash years 
So, round and round, free through the world to stride. 

But when the evil day appears 
For the old bachelor side ways to glide, 

And drop into his grave, alone, 

That ne'er was good for any one. 



209 



MephistopheleS', 



With horror see I that far off await 



Then, worthy sir, in time deliberate. 

[Pass on, 

Margaret, 

Yes — out of sight and out of mind — 
Well versed are you in courtesy. — 

But many and many a friend you find, 
Far more intelligent than me, — 

FatiBt, 

Dearest — believe what's called intelligence 
Is vanity more oft, and dulness. 

Margaret, 

How? 
o 
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Faust 



Ah ! that simplicity and innocence, 
Themselves their blessed value, never know 
That gifts, the choicest nature doth bestow. 
In her full love — meekness — humility. 

Margaret 

Think only for a little time of me : 

I shall have time enough to think of thee. — 

Faust 
YouVe much alone then probably ? 

Margaret, 

Why, yes I — and then our house is small, 

And yet it must be cared for, all. 

We have no servant. I must cook, knit, scour, 

And sew, — run messages, both early, late. 

My mother is in each particular 

So accurate — 
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Not that she needs to live so very poor. 
We might far more than others stir, I own. 
My father left a pretty fortune, sure, 
Small house and garden, out before the town ; 
But now a rather quiet life I lead. 

My brother as a soldier bred, 
My little sister — she is dead. 

Sure my own trouble with the child I had. 

Yet all again to have, I would be glad — 

I loved the child so. 



Faust, 



Angel ! if like thee. — 



Margaret. 

I brought it up, and dearly it loved me. 

After my father's death 'twas bom. 

The mother took so bad a turn 

We never thought she could come through. 

But she recovered by degrees — slow, slow. 
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She could not, she was so infirm, 

Nurse for herself the little worm. 

And so I brought it up alone 

With water, milk, — thus, 'twas my own — 

Upon my arm, my lap upon, 

It smiled, poor thing, it sprawled, grew on. 



Faust 
Thine was indeed the purest happiness. 

Margaret 

But there were many heavy hours, no less — 

The baby's cradle stood at night 

Close to my bed, and it could hardly stir, 

But I awoke outright — 

Now I must give it drink, now lay it near, 

And when it would cry on, from bed get out, • 

And through the room go dandling it about 

Then early at the wash tub, too, no doubt, 

And heed the hearth — to market then be gone. 
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To-morrow as to-day, so ever on. 

Not always in such life the spirit's good, 

But it gives relish to our rest, our food. 

\They pass on. 

Martha. 

Poor women ! we are badly off indeed — > 
Hard is it an old bachelor to amend 

MephistopheUs. 



There's nothing but you women could succeed 
In teaching me, what better is, my friend. 

Martha, 

Speak out, sir. — Have as yet you nothing found ? 
Has not your heart in any place been bound ? 

Mephistopheles, 

The adage says — A man's own hearth 

And a good wife, they gold and pearls are worth. — 
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Martha, 
I mean, a liking ne'er conceived you yet.^— 

Mephiataphelea. 
IVe been by all most courteously met. 



Martha. 
I'd say — in earnest never v/as your breast. 

Mephistopheles. 
With women we should never dare to jest, 

Martha. 
Tuts ! You don't know my meaning. 

Mephistopheles. 

Grieve me 'twould. 
But I know well ! that you are very good. — 

l^They pass on. 
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Faust 

My angel dear — into the garden, when 
I entered, knew you me at once again ? 



Margaret 
Saw you not that ? — eyes drooped ! — I dared not look.- 

Faust. 

And you forgive the liberty I took ; 

Forgive what my presumption bold inspired — 

When lately from the Duomo you retired. — 



Margaret 

I was confused — the like ne'er chanced before — 
No one can say bad things of me, that's more ! 
Ah ! thought I, can it be that in thy mien 
Aught unbecoming he has seen ? 
It looked as he came up, he meant no less 
Than straight away, this low girl to possess, 
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I own, I know not whaty but in this heart 
Something began to move, that took your part. 
Yet I was angry with myself, you see. 
That angrier with you I could not be. — 

Fausf. 
Sweet love I 

Margaret {J>iucks a daffodil and pulls the leaves one 

after another. 

Just let me ! 
Faust, 
What means that — a flower ! 

Margaret, 
No, but a game. — 

Fau9t, 

How? 
Margaret. 

Go — ^you laugh, Fm sure. 
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Faust. 
What murmurest thou ? 



Margaret, 
He loves me ! loves me not ! 

Faust. 
Thou heavenly vision thou ! 

Margaret {plucking the leaves). 

Loves me riot ! loves me not ! 
\Fullmg the last leaf with affectionate joy. 
He loves me I ! ! 



Faust. 

Yes, child — the word thy flower hath spoken 
Be it award of Heaven. — He loveth thee. 
Know'st thou what meaneth that ! He loveth thee- 

\Taking hold of bath her hands. 
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Margaret, 



I tremble. 



Faust 



Oh ! tremble not. — This glance of mine, 
This pressure of the hand, let them declare 
What lip could never utter. — 
Full self-devotion, and of rapturous bliss 
The feeling, that for ever must endure — 
For ever more — the end would be despair. 
No — no — no end — no ^nd. 

\MargaTet presses his hand, disen- 
gages herself y and runs off, Faust 
remains a moment in thought^ t/un 
follows her, 

Martha {entering). 
The night is drawing on, 

Mephistopheks, 
It is — let us begone. — 
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Martha, 

It is by far too wicked in this place. 
I'd ask you else to stay some longer space. 

'Tis as none here had business to pursue, 
Or aught to do, 
But gape and every neighbour's step survey — 
We get into their mouths, do what we may ! 
And our young pair ? 

Mephistopheies. 

Flown ! in that alley they ! 
Ix)ose butterflies ! 

Martha. 
He likes her, 'twould appear: 

Afephistopheies, 

And she him too I The way of this world here ! — 



A Small Summer-house. 
Margaret, 
He comes ! 
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Faust, 



Thou ralliest me — ^rogue that thou art — 



ThouVt caught ! 



\He kisses her. 



Margaret {embracing him and returning the kiss). 
Dear man —I love thee from my heart. 



Mephistopheles {knocks), 

Faust {stamping. 
Who's there ? 

Mephistopheles, 



A friend. 



Faust. 

A beast. 

Mephistopheles, 

'Tis time to move. — 
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Martha comes. 
Yes sir — 'tis late. 

Faust 



May I go with thee, love ? 



Margaret, 



My mother would I Farewell. 



Faust, 

Must I go then ? 



Farewell. 



Martha, 

Adieu. 

Margaret, 

And soon to meet again 
\Faust and Mephistopheles exeunt. 



^)i 
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Margaret. 

Good Heaven I What, is there such a man 
Don't think of? think of all he can I 
Ashamed I stand before him there — 
Say yes, to everything whatever — 
Tm a poor child and ignorant, nor see 
What is it he can find to like in me. 



FOREST. 

CAVERN, 

J^aust {alone). 

Spirit sublime ! Thou gavest, gavest all 
I prayed from thee. Thou hast not vainly turned 
Thy presence unto me in flaming fire — 
Thou gavest glorious Nature as my realm 
The power to feel, enjoy her— dost accord 
Not a cold survey in amaze, alone, 
But dost concede to me, in her deep breast, 
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As in the bosom of a friend to gaze. 

Thou leadest past before me the array 

Of what hath life, and teachest me to know 

My brethren in still grove, in air and stream — 

And when the storm in forest roars and creaks, 

Tears down the giant pine, the neighbour boughs 

« 

Dashing to earth, crushing the neighbour trunks 
When the hill thunders hollow to their fall, 
Then dost thou lead me into cavern sure, 
Show me myself and marvels, secret, deep 
To mine own breast, do then themselves reveal — 
Before my gaze doth the pure moon advance 
With soothing calm, and from the walls of rock. 
From the dank groves come gliding on to me 
The silvery figures of the ancient world. 
And soften meditation's joy austere, 
bh ! that there no perfection is with man 
Feel I well now ! Thou gav'st with this delight 
That brings me near and nearer to the gods 
The comrade, whom indeed I cannot spare. 
Although he ever, insolent and cold, 
Degrades me Tore myself, and turns to nought 
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With one word breath, the gifts thou hast bestow ed- 
He fanneth in my breast with busy art 
A fiery passion for that lovely form — 
Thus to enjoyment, from desire I reel. 
And in enjoyment languish for desire. 



Mephist&phdes enters. 

This style of life are you not tired of yet ? 

What pleasure in the long run gives it you ? 
A trial of it well perhaps to get ! 

But then away, again to something new. 



Faust 

Would you had else to work at, I protest, 
Than vex me, when the day is at its best 



Mephistophdes, 



To let you take your ease, I*d be right glad I 
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In earnest thus to speak you would not choose — 
In you the rude companion, peevish, mad, 

There were in very truth hot much to lose — 
My hands are ever full from morn to night, 

What I should do for you — what please you might. 
That scent I ne*er can follow by the nose. — 



Faust 

That is the fitting tone to take in truth ! 

He gives annoyance — must have thanks — forsooth ! 

MephistopheUs, 

How would you have, you miserable son 

Of earth if not for me your life-course run — 

Your silly fretful fancies, long ago, 

IVe cured you of their itching, that you know. — 

Had I not been, then, had you surely down 

Already from the earth ball, taen the road — 

Why in these caverns, like an owl, alone. 

These riven rocks, have settled your abode ? 

p 
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Why lap you from dead moss, from trickling stone, 
That nourishment of your's, like any toad ? 
A fine sweet way the time to kill, 
The doctor's in your carcase still ! — 



FausL 

\Vhat manner of fresh living power is mine 

Whilst wandering in the waste — could'st thou divine ? 

And could'st thou only but surmise it — ^yes, 

Devil enough wer't thou to grudge to me the bliss. 



Mcphistoph^ies, 

A bliss that's quite unearthly, so say I — 

On mountains in the dark and dews to lie, 

The skies and earth to span with bliss elate. 

To a divinity thyself inflate — 

By presage urged, earth's marrow to root through, 

Feel in your breast what took six days to do. 

In haughty power enjoy — ^What ? I don't know ! 
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In rapture soon o'er all to overflow. 
Vanished all trace of the earth-son, 

[Makes a gesture. 
And then the lofty intuition 
To close, I dare not say it how I 



Faust 



Shame on thee. 



Mephistopheles, 

You don't like it — eh ! 
You, moral man, have right " O shame " to say, 
Before chaste ears we dare not utter out, 
What your chaste hearts can never do without 1 
But to be brief— I grudge you not the pleasure 
To lie unto yourself when you have leisure. 
But long you can't endure it — be it said, — 
Already overdriven you're again. 
If this continue, are you swept off, then. 
To madness sheer, or agony, or dread. — 
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Have done with it ! your darling sitteth there, 
And all to her comes tight and dolorous. 
Out of her thoughts one moment are you ne'er, 
She loves you overwhelmingly— she does — 
First, came your raving passion rushing o'er. 

Just as a brook o'ersteps from melting snow ; 
Into her breast the torrent did you pour, 

And now again your brook is low. 
Would think instead in woods to throne you here, 

It better would become the mighty Lord — 
The poor young doting creature there — 

For all her loving to reward. 
The time to her drags piteously long, 
Stands at the window, sees the clouds trail on 

O'er the old walls of the town. 
" Were I a little bird," so goes her song. 
All day long, half the night long — 
She's mostly sad, gay sometimes too,' 
Then weeps she fairly out sometimes — 
Quiet again, no doubt, she seems. 
And ever amorous of you. 



??9 
faust 

Thou snake — ^thou snake. — 

Mephistophdes (apart). 
You're eaught, and no mistake 1 

FamK 

O thou abandoned fiend — avoid thee ! — hence ! 

Dare not to name the lovely woman, thou ; 

For her fair form my passion bring not now 
Ag^in, before the half bewildered sense. — 

Mepkist&pheles. 

What is't you mean ?-^She thinks you fairly flown, 
And half and half you are sOji I pii^st own. — 

Faust, 

Near her I am, however far I stray. 
Never can I forget her, los^ her neither !— » 
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The Body of the Lord, I envy, yea. 
When her lips touch it, since I last was with her. 

MephistopheUs, 

All well, my friend ! I've envied you indeed 
That sweet twin pair that mid the roses feed. 

Faust 
Off, pander. — 

Mephisiophdes. 

Well— revile you ! Let me laugh ! 
The God who did your boy and girl create, 
That noblest function He acknowledged straight — 
Himself occasion furnished ! Now be oflf ! 
It is a thousand pities, I declare, 
That to your darling's room you should repair. 
Not probably to die ! 

Faust 
What is the heavenly joy within her arms ! 
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Though I may warm me on her bosom charms — 

Would I not ever feel her misery ! 
Tffe fugitive, the houseless, am not I ? 

The monster ever without aim or rest, 
That Hke a cataract from rock to rock rushed by, 

To the abyss in eager foaming prest ? 
She, sidelong, childish, softly veiled her mind, 

In tiny hut, on narrow alpine ground — 
And all her frugal goings on, confined 

Within that little world of hers, around. 
And I ! the God accurst ! had not enough 

To grasp, to fragments dash the rocky cliff ! 
Her and her peace must I too undermine ? 

O Hell, and must this sacrifice be thine ? • 
Help, Devil ! time of agony abate ! 

What must be done, let it be done anon ! 
On my head, too, may crushing fall her fate, 

She rush with me to ruin, headlong, on ! — 



M^histophda 



It seethes again — again it glows. — 



Go in, you fool — console your friend — 
When so small head no outlet knows, 

It thinks it sees of all, the end — 
Long life to him, of bearing bold — 

A pretty devil otherwise you are ! — 
There's nought more mawkish in the world I hold 

Than is a devil driven to despair. 



Gretchen's Chamber. 
Gretchen alone at tJu Spinning WheeL 

It is gone, my peace. 

My heart is sore — 
I find it never. 

And never more. 
When I have not him 

The grave it is — 
And the whole wide world 

Embittered is — 
What 1. Alas I my poor head ! 
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Tis crazed, 'tis crazed. 
Alas ! my poor mind 

Is razed, is razed. — 
It is gone, my peace. 

My heart is sore — 
I find it never, 

And never more. 
From window I look 

For him alone — 
For him, from the house 

Go I, alone. 
Then, his lofty tread. 

His noble guise. 
The smile on his lip. 

Power in his eyes. 
And then, when he speaks. 

Charmed flow it is — 
The grasp of his hand I 

And ah ! his kiss ! 
It is gone, my peace. 

My heart is sore — 
I find it never, 
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And never more. — 
My breast presseth on 

Close toward him — 
Ah ! could I but clasp ! 

Could I hold him ! 
Could I but kiss him 

So as I would ! 
Though die on his kiss 

Away, I should — 



MARTHA'S GARDEN. 



Margaret — Faust. 



Margaret 
Promise me, Heinrich. — 



Juxust. 

WTiat I can. — 
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Margaret 



What think'st thou of religion — tell me now ? 

Thou art a very kindly man. 
But much thou dost not value it, I trow. — 



Faust 

Leave that, my child — thou feeFst to thee I'm good — 
For those I love, I give my body, — blood. 
No one of creed or church, would I bereave. — 

Margaret 
That's not enough — ^we must in it believe. 

Faust 
Must we ? 

Margaret 

Alas ! had I but influence ! 
Thou honourest not the Holy Sacraments. 
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Faust 
I honour them. — 

Margaret. 

But no desire to share. 
At mass^K:onfession — long since thou wert there. 
Dost thou believe in God ? 

Faust 

Love, who dares say 
I do believe in God ? — 
Churchmen or sages ask of them, you may. 
Their answer seemeth but a jesting play 
On him who asketh them. 



Margaret, 

So thou believest not ? 

Faust, 
Sweet being that thou art, mistake me not, — 
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Who dareth Him to name, 
And from his heart proclaim 

I do believe in Him ? 
Who is there feeleth — yea, 
And hazardeth to say, 

I believe not in Him ? — 
He, the all-grasping, 
The all-upholding. 
Grasps He, upholds He not 
Thee — me — Himself? — 
Is not the arching Heaven above ? 
And lieth not the steadfast Earth below ? 
Approach not, kindly glancing, 
The everlasting starry hosts ? 
Do I not see thee, eye to eye ? 
Presseth not All, 
Toward thy head and heart 
Invisible — visible, moving 
In eternal mystery near thee ? 
Fill with all this, thy heart, great as it is, 
And when thou in the feeling blessed art, 
Call it then as thou wilt 



Bliss — Heart — Love — God— 
I have no name to give it. 

Feeling is all. 
The name is sound and smoke 

Dimming the heavenly glow. 

Margafd. 

That is all right and very good, at least — 

I've heard it almost said so by the priest— 
In somewhat different words however. — 



Faust 

This utter every where, 
All hearts beneath the light of Heaven, and each 

In its own art of speech. 
And why shall I not then in mine ? 



Margaret 

They might seem passable these words of thme. 
Listening to thee — ^but something still awry 
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There is about the matter — so think I, 
Thou hast no Christianity. — 



Faust 



Dear child. 



Margaret 

It's long it grieves me too, 
To see you keep the company you do. 

Faust 
How so ? 

Margaret. 

The man that you have there, I hate- 
With all my soul I do — I never yet 
From anything so sharp a heart-stab got. 
As from his odious face. 

Faust 

Love, fear him not. 
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Margaret, 

His presence sets astir my blood 
I'm otherwise to all men good. 
But to see thee, however much I sigh, 
I have a secret horror when he's by. 
He is a villain, I am sure of this — 
Forgive me God — if judge I him amiss. 

Faust 
There must be ever fellows of such brood. — 



Margaret 

Yet live with one like him I never would — 
If in the doorway he appear. 
In looks he with a mocking sneer, 
Nay, almost grim — 

We see there's sympathy for nought, with him- 

'Tis written there his brow above — 

That for no soul can he have love. 

I am so happy on thine arm, 
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I feel so free, devoted, warm. 
If he be there, he strangles me, my heart 



Faust 



Oh I the presaging angel that thou art 



Margaret, 

It overpowers me too so sore. 
That come he only in our way, 

I even think that I love thee no more — 
And when he's there, I could not pray. 

And that, eats in, to my heart's core — 
Heinrich — to thee it must be so — it must I 

Faust 
Well, the antipathy it is thou hast 

Margaret 
I must away. 



Faust, 

Oh ! may I never rest 
One short and tranquil hour upon thy breast, 
Heart unto heart, and soul to soul be prest ? 

Margaret. 

Ah ! if alone I did but sleep ! — 

I'd gladly leave the bolt to-night withdrawn — 
But then my mother sleeps not deep, 

And if we were surprised by her, upon 
The very spot would I fall dead. 

Faust, 

Angel, of such surprise be there no dread. — 

This vial here, but pour 

Three drops from it, ho more, 
Into her draught ; envelop they, and steep 
Nature, as we would wish, in deepest sleep. — 

Margaret, 
What would I not for thee ? It harms not though ? 
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Faust 

If harm it could — love, would I counsel so ? — 

Margaret. 

Thou best of men. — I look at thee alone, 
And what I know not drives me to thy will — 

For thee so much already I have done, 
That hardly more to do, remaineth still 

\Exii. 

Enter Mephistopeles. 

Mephistophdes. 
Is the grass monkey gone ? 

Faust 

Again the spy ? 

Mephistophdes, 

The doctor there was catechised — ^have I 

With the most clear distinctness understood — 



One wuan hoc n angnr iuHr imn. Iit" ] 
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i 

I only hope that it may do you good — 
Tis a great matter with these girls to find 
One of old fashioned, pious, homely mind — 
They think, if stooped he there, obey them too, he would. 



Faust, 

Monster — thou can'st not see how this true soul 
In her deep love, and in her faith so full — 
A faith that to her thought alone makes blest. 
Should with a holy torture be possessed. 

To think him lost 

Whom she loves most ! 



Mephistophdes. 

You supersensual — sensual wooer. — Heed ! 
A girl in teens now leads you by the nose. 



Faust 



Of filthy mud and fire, thou mocking breed ! 
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Mephistopheles, 

And physiognomy it seems she knows, 

And thoroughly — with me feels how, she cannot tell, 

My mask a hidden thought predicted well 

She feels I am a genius, too, of evil. 

And out and out, perhaps the very Devil. — 

Now then to-night ! 

Faust 
And what is that to thee ? 



Mephistopheles, 
There is a pleasure in it, too, for me. — 



AT THE WELL. 

Gretchen — LiESCHEN. (With jugs). 

Ideschen, 
Hast nothing heard of Barbara, I say ? 
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Grdchen. 
Nothing, 'tis very seldom I go out — 

Lieschen, 

Sybilla told it me to-day — 
Befooled herself at last beyond a doubt 
This comes of taking airs. 



Gretchen. 



What did she do ? 



Lieschen, 
Faugh ! when she eats and drinks she's feeding two ! 

Gretchen, 
Ah ! ah ! 

Lieschen. 

And so at last she's got her due. 
How long she's been ahanging 'bout the lad — 
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What endless walks they had ! 
To villages, to dance in open air, 
How he did take her there ! 
The first, forsooth, she must be everywhere — 
Ever a courting her with pies and wine ; 
Her beauty, too^ she thought so mighty fine. 
And then she was so mean ! — she had no shame- 
She even took his presents when they came. 
Such kissing and such smacking did go on ; 
And now the little flower is gone ! — 



Grdchen. 



Poor thing ! 



Lteschetu 



I hope 'taint pity that you feel — 
When you and I were at the spinning-wheel, 
At night when mother forbade us the street, 
She with her love was ever making sweet 
Upon the door bench — the dark lanes among. 
They never thought the hours could be too long— 



I 



But she most humble now and she must rue, 
In sinnei^s shift she mnst her penance da 

Gr€idutu 
Hell make an honest woman of her thoogfa. — 

Uesduti, 

He's not the fool to marry her. — ^Elsewhere 
Finds ever a young spariL enou^ of air ! 
Besides he's oE 

Grctchm. 

That is not right 

Ucschau 

If she 
Do catch him, in an ugly scrape shell be — 
The lads would tear the wreath she wore. 
And chaflf we'd scatter at the door.— 

\Exit 
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Gretchen {alone^ going homeward^ after a pause). 

How could I once revile so strong 

When a poor simple girl went wrong ! 

How about other's sins not find 

Words hard enough to speak my- mind ! — 

How black it looked — how deepest black 'twas deemed, 

But yet not black enough for me it seemed. — 

I crossed myself and bragged so high, 

Myself ! now bare to sin am I — 

But all unto the sin that drove. 

It was so kind — all, all, I did so love. — 



BETWEEN THE TOWN WALLS AND THE TOWN, 

IN A WALL RECESS AN IMAGE OF THE MATER 
DOLOROSA — FLOWER VASES BEFORE IT. 

Gretchen (places flowers in the vase,) 

Ah, incline 
With gracious sign, 
Thy^face Thou deep-sorrowing one ! 
The sword in thy breast, 
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With all grief opjMrest ; 
Gazest Thou on Thy dying Son, — 
To the Father, Thou gazest 
Thy sighing Thou ndsest 
To the heaven on high 
For His and Thine agony. 

Who feeleth 
How there stealeth 
Through my limbs anguish now ? 
How my poor heart throbs with fear. 
How it trembleth, doth desire. 
Alone knowest Thou, only Thou. — 

Where'er I go 

What woe ! what woe ! what woe ! 

Within my bosom waketh. 
Then hardly am I alone 
Ere I weep — I weep — ^weep on, 

My heart within me breaketh. 

The flower pots at my window 
With tears bedewed I o'er. 
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When I at early morning, 
Gathered for thee this flower. 

The sun within my chamber, 

His clear light early shed. 
Yet in my grief I'd raised me 

Already on my bed. 
Help — save me from death — disgrace. 

Ah I incline 

With gracious sign 
Deep sorrowing one to my need. Thy face.- 



NIGHT. 

Street (before Gretchen's door.) 

Valentine {a Soldier , Gretcheris Brother,) 

When sat I at a drinking bout 
Where many loved to brag loud out, 
When before me, my comrades praised 
The bloom of girls, with voices raised, 
With full glass swept their praise away. 



252 

Their elbows on the table propped. 
Sat I quite easy, heard their say, 

All their big talk until they stopped. 
Then laughingly my beard I stroke, 

The full glass snatch I to my hand. 
All after their own kind ! I spoke ; 

But is there one in all the land 

To liken to my Gretchen dear. 

That can the candle hold to her ? 
Agreed — clink — clang, around it past. — 

Some of them cried, " He's right this time, 

" Of women all, is she the prime," 
Sat all the praisers dumb at last. — 

I 

And, now ! I could pluck out my hair. 
Could dash against the walls, up there ! 
With tumed-up nose and taunting sneer 
Shall every knave insult me here ? 
Shall I like a bad debtor sit 
At every word, haphazard, sweat 
And smite them all pell mell might I, 
Yet could not tell them that they lie. — 
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1 

What cometh on ! who skulketh near, 
If I am not wrong, two men are here — 
Be't he, 1*11 pin him by the throat, 
Alive he shall not leave the spot. 

Faust — MephistopheLes. 
Faust 

As from the window of yon sacristy. 
The lamps eternal light doth upward glow, — 
Doth faintly, faintlier, sideways dusky grow. 

While all around the darkness presseth by : 
Within my bosom even so, 'tis night — 

Mephistqpheles. 

For me — ^just like a cat IVe appetite 
That to fire ladders sneaking crawls, 
Then softly roams around the walls. 
Besides, 'tis virtuous — so it seems to me, 
Some little thieving lust, some little coupling glee ! 
Through every Kmb I have, there spits amain. 
The glorious Walpurgis night, 
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That in two days must come again, 
There, why we wake, we know aright 

Faust 

And moves the treasure I discover there 
Behind us gleaming, on the rise, meanwhile. ? 

Mephistophdes, 

The satisfaction soon you share 

To raise the little cauldron from the soil ; 
The other day I took a squint, 
There are fine " Lowen Thalers " in't. 



Faust 

No set of trinkets ! — not a ring 
To ornament my darling girl ! 

Mephistopkeles. 

I did at that time see a thing. 
That seemed a sort of string of pearl. 
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Faust, 

So then all's right. It doth me ever grieve 
To go to her and nothing have to give. — 

Mephistopheles, 

It should you surely not annoy, 

Something quite gratis to enjoy. 

Now that it glows that star-full heavenly sphere — 

Shall you a masterpiece, a true one, hear — 

Sing her I will of moral tone a lay. 

To lead her with more certainty astray. 

[Sings to the guitar. 
Why dost thou wait 

By thy sweetheart's gate, 

Why— why ! little Kate, 

At the early break of day ? — 

Forbear — forbear ! 
He lets thee in there 
As a maid, but ne'er 
As a maid, dost thou come away. 

Be you cautious, you ! 
If yield all ye do, 
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Then " Good Night " to you. 
Poor creatures, poor, poor that ye are — 

Of yourselves be loving I 

No favour e'er giving 

To any thief living, 
Till on finger the ring you wear. 

Valentine advances. 

Whom lure you here — ^by the element \ 

Accurst rat-charmer you — 
To the Devil with the instrument, 

To Devil, singer too. — ^ 

MephistopheleSs 
Guitar broke up ! no use to hold it fast 

Valentine. 
Now for head splitting is the time at last. 

Mefhistopheles. 
Now, Mr. Doctor — don't ^y^ ground— -on — on- 
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Keep close to me — so as I guide — 
Out with your duster, but done 

You thrust, — I parry at your side. 

Valentine. 
Parry you this ! 



Mephistopheles. 

And wherefore nay ? 

Valentine, 



This! 



Mephistopheles, 

Surely. 

Valentine, 

T is the Devil fip;hts, I say. 
What doth this mean ? — my hand already lamed ! 

Mephistopheles {to Faust). 
Thrust on. — 
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Valentine (Jails). 
Oh, woe I 

Mephistopheles, 

Now is the lubber tamed. 
But let us off — quick must we disappear, 
Already cry of murder riseth near. 
With the police I'd manage well enough ; 
With the « Blutbann " I'd find me badly off.— 

[Exeunt. 

Martha {at the window). 
Out there — out there ! 

Gretehen {at the window). 

A Hght,- a light ! 

. Martha {as above). 
They chide — ^they strike — they shout-^they fight 

The People. 
Here some one lieth — no doubt dead— 
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Martha. 

And where the murderers ? are they fled ? 

Gretchen (coming out), 
"WTio lieth there ? 

The People. 

Thy mother's son ! 

Gretchen, 
My God — oh ! what despair. 

Valentine, 

I'm dying — 'tis soon said is that, 

And sooner done — 
What stand ye, women, howling at ? 

Come hear me — every one — 
My Gretchen — thou art yet in youth, 
But not discreet enough, in truth, 

Thy matters badly go— 
And say ^ixt thee and me, I do 
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Thou'rt foul — ^we cannot help it too- 
So even be it so. — 



Grdchen. 



My brother I — God ! — ^what meaneth that you say ? 



Valentine, 

With the Lord God, don't trifle in that way. 
What's done, alas ! indeed is done 
As it may go — so will it run — 
With one in secret start did'st thou — 
But many another cometh now — 
And when a dozen have thee known, 
Then will there know thee all the town. — 
When shame the first time sees the light. 
Brought to the world in secret, she appears— 
And then they draw the veil of night 

Over her head and ears. 
Yes, gladly kill her out would they ! 

But on she grows, assumes an air ; 
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Then shows she naked to the day, 
And is not yet become more fair. 
The uglier be the face she sports 
The more, the light of day she courts. 
I see the time most surely nigh 
When all the honest burghers fly 
Aside, when thou com'st near them, jade, 
As of a tainted corpse afraid. 
When upon thee their eyes are bent 
Thy heart within thee shall grow faint ; 
No chain of gold shalt thou more wear. 
At the church altar, not stand there. 
In nice lace collar, never more 
Have pleasure on the dancing floor — 
In some dark, wretched nook, aside, 
With beggars, cripples, shalt thou hide ; 
On earth accursed shalt thou live — 
Though God thy sin to thee forgive. — 

t 

Martha, 

Commend thy soul to grace of God. 
Wilt thou thy soul with slander load ? 
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Valmiinc 

Reached I thy withered carcase there, 
Base, pandering woman thou — despair 
I would not then, for all my sin 
Forgiveness, richly full, to win. — 

Grdchen, 
My brother — ^what Hell torment? 

Valentine. 

Oh, be off. 
With all these tears of thine, — enough ! 
When thou from honour did'st depart, 
Then had the sharpest stab, my heart 
Now unto God as soldier brave, 
I pass through slumber of the grave. — 



THE CATHEDRAL. 

SERVICE — ORGAN— CHANT. 

Evil spirit. 
How otherwise, Gretchen^ was it with thee. 
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When thou, full of innocence, 
Did'st approach the altar here ? 

From thy page-worn little book 

Did'st lisp thy prayer. 

Half in child play, 

Half God in thy heart. 
Gretchen ! 
By what is thy mind possessed ? 

In thy heart what a deed of guilt ! 
Prayest thou for thy mother's soul, that by thee 
To a long-enduring torment slept away ? 

On thy threshold, whose blood is there? 

And under that heart of thine, 

Stirreth not, waxing, now 

What torments thee — itself — 

With a presence of presage full. — 

Gretchen. 

Woe. Woe. 
From the memories were I free. 
That from every side accusing come — 
Against me ! 
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Diesirae — dies Ob 
Sc^vet saedmn in fxnDau 

[Ofgoft sotmdr. 

Wradi grasps tfaee ! 
The tmmpet soondedi — 
And the graves they qoake — 
And thy heait 
From ashy rest 
To torment <A flame 
In creation renewed — 
Quakes forth! 

Gretchm, 

Were I but hence ! 

I feel as if the organ tones 

Took my breath away. 

That the chant doth my heart 

In its depths imbind. — 
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Choir. 



Judex ergo cum sedebit 
Quidquid latet, appaxebit 
Nil inultum remanebit— 



Gi'ctchm, 

So closely pent I am ! 
The wall pillars 
Imprison me — 
The arching roof 
Presses on me. — Air ! ! 

Evil Spirit 

What i hide thee ! — ^sin and shame 
They abide not hid — 
Air! Light! 
Woe to thee. Woe. 

Choir. 
Quid sum miser tunc dicturus — 
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Quern patronum rogaturus. 
Cum vix Justus sit securus. — 

Eva Spirit 

The glorified turn 

Their faces from thee away ! 

Their hands to stretch unto thee 

Would shudder, the pure — 
Woe !— 

Choir, 
Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ! 

Gretchm. 

Neighbour — your smelling salts ! 

[She faints away, 

WALPURGIS' NIGHT. 

Hartz Mountains. 

Region of Schierke and Elend. 

Faust — Mephistopheles. 

Mephistophdes, 

Would like a broomstick ? I, the sturdiest ram ! 
For at this pace we're from the end yet far. 
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FausL 

So long I feel that my limbs vigorous are 
Contented with this knotted staff I am. 

What profits it, that we the road curtail ? 

Slowly to wend, through labyrinthine vale, 
And then these rocks to scale, 

Whence falls the fount in everlasting spray, 
Tis this doth relish to such path purvey. 

Already, mid the birch-wood weaves the spring. 
The very pines they feel the spring-time too. 

And shall it not our limbs to vigour string ? 

Mephistopheles, 

Nothing of this do I smell out, like you. 

My nature has a wintry feel, the most, 

Fd wish upon my road for snow and frost 
How the sad moon's scant orb doth climb her path ! 

How mournfully ! what waning glow she hath ! 
Gives such poor light, at every step we make 

We run against a rock, or 'gainst a tree. 
An Ignus-Fatuus — by your leave I'll take 
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One burning merry there — in time I see. 
Eh, friend, ask you to help us, might I dare ! 

What b the need of all your useless glare ? 
You light us upward there ! be but so good. 

Ignis-Fatuus, 

I hope my flighty nature to subdue, 

Succeed I may, — frpm reverence for you ; 
Our course goes zig-zag — ^'tis our habitude. 

Mephistophda. 

Eh ! eh ! you think mankind to imitate — 
On in the devil's name — ^but only straight, 
Or else your flickering life — 111 blow it out 

Ignis-Fatuus, 

You're master of the house, I cannot doubt, 
To suit myself to you, I would be glad ; 
But think ! the mount to-day is magic mad, 
And if an Ignis-Fatuus shows the road. 
You must make some allowance for his mode. 
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Faust — Mephistopheles — Ignis-Fatuus. 
(Alternate Song,) 

{Mephistopheles), — 

To the dream and magic sphere 

Are we, it would seem, come in ; 
Lead us right, acquit you here, 
With honour, that our way we win> 
To the desert places wide. 

(Ignis-Fatuus). — 

See how fleetly past they glide ! 
Trees on trees in following group, 
And the craggy hills that stoop. 
And the long rock noses too, 
How they snort, and how they blow I 

(Faust), — 

Through the stones, the meadows through, 
Stream and streamlets down career, — 
Rustling is it, song I hear ? 
Hear I love's fond plaintive lays^ 
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Voices of those heavenly days ? 
How we hope, and how we love ! 
And like legend of old times, 
The resounding echo chimes. 

( Mephisiophdei), — 

Uhu — schuhu ! sounds nearer — they, 
The plover, screech owl, and the jay, 
Are they waking all the drove ? 
Are those there the coppice through 
Salamanders in my view ? 
The long-legged, thick bellied crew, — 
Like a serpent winds the root, 
Winds itself from rock and sand. 
Stretches out its wayward band 
To fright us, catch us by the foot. 
From the tough live knots do spread. 
Stretching, 'gainst the traveller's tread 
Branches polyp-armed — the mice 
Thousand coloured, trooping wise 
Through the heath and through the moss ; 
And the fire-flies wing away 
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In procession, swarming close, 
A bewildering escort they ! — 

{Faust), — 

But say thou to me, shall we stay 
Here, where we are, or further go, 
All around seems circling so ? 
Rocks and trees all make grimace. 
And the Ignis-Fatuus race 
Multiply themselves — up blow, 

Mephistophdes, 

Bravely grasp thou my mantle tight, 
See ! There is here a central height. 
Whence you behold to your amaze 
How Mammon on the mount doth blaze. 

Faust, 

Faint glimmerings like the blush of breaking day. 
How strangely shining through the vale they are 1 
To the deep throats, yea, even on so far, 

Of the abyss beneath, they scent their way. — 
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Here riseth smoke,^ there, vapours spread. 
From vapoury veil, gleams fiery glow. 

Now slipping like a slender thread, 
Outbursting like a fountain, now. 

O'er a whole tract, here, winds it on 
With veins in thousands through the glen, 

And there in nook compressed, anon 
It suddenly detacheth then, — 

There, sparks are flying in the near 
Strewed to and fro like sand of gold. 

High, how the rocky walls uprear. 
There in that kindling glow, behold. — 

Mephistophdes, 

Doth not Sir Mammon nobly light 

His palace for this festival ? 
YouVe lucky to have had the sight. 

The noisy guests e'en now I smell. — 

Faust 

How raves the tempest through the air ! 
And with what force it smites me on the neck ! 
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* 
Mephistophdes. 

Hold on by that old rib of rock, 

Or hurl thee *twill to the abyss down there !- 

Condenseth in the night, a mist ! 

What crashing through the forest ! List 1 

Scared away the owls are flitting, 

Hearken to the pillars splitting 

Of green eternal palaces, 

Cooing and rending of branches. 

Of the trunks the powerful groaning, 

Of the roots, the crackling, yai^ning, 

One over other crushing all. 

In horrible entangling fall. 

Through chasms wreck encumbered o'er. 

How doth the tempest hiss and roar ! 

The voices on the height dost hear ? 

In the far distance, in the near. — 

Yes ! 'tis a raving Wizard song 

That streams the mountain all, along. 

Wttch£s in Chorus. 

Witches to the Brocken borne, 

s 
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Stubble yellow — green the com. 
There the witches, crowding, meet, 
Sir Urian above doth sit, 
So go they over stock and stone. 



Voice. 

Comes alone the old Baubo, 
Comes she riding on a sow. 

Chorus. 

To whom 'tis due let honour be ! 
In front Dame Baubo — ^leader she — 
A strong sow, mother on its back, — 
FoUoweth the whole wizard pack. 

Voice. 
By what way camest thou ? 

Voice 

O'er Ilfenstein, 
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The owl was in her nest and I peeped in, 
A pair of eyes she made. 

Voice. 

To Hell thou go ! 
Why dost thou ride so fast I'd like to know? 

Voice, 

Me she hath skinned. 
There see the wound. 



Witch Chorus, 

The way is long, the way is broad 1 
What foolish pressing of the crowd ! 
The broom, it scrapes — the fork it thrusts, 
The brat is choked — the mother bursts. 

Male Witches {semi-chorus,^ 

Like snails within their house, we crawl. 
Before us are the women all. — 
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To Devil's house if t be to speed, 
By thousand steps the women lead. 

Other semi-chorus. 

And we with you are not at one ; 
With thousand steps the women run. 
But let them hurry as they can, 
At one bound, clear it, does the man. 

Voice above. 
Come with us, come, from Felsen Lake. 

Voices below. 

Glad vip with you our way we'd make, 
We wash ourselves, and clean are we. 
But sterile everlastingly. 

Both choruses. 

The star flies ofi* — the wind is still, 
The sad moon hideth with good-wilL 
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The wizard troop in revel rout, 
Fire sparks in thousands sputter out. 

Voice from below. 
Halt I halt ! 



Voice from above. 
Who calls from riven rocky vault ? 

Voice below, 

O take me with you, lake me, take. 
Three hundred years the climb I make, 
And still I cannot reach the height, 
Glad with my kind would I unite. 

Both choruses. 

They ride the broom — the staff they ride. 
They ride the fork— the ram they ride. 
Who can't get hillward uj>, to-day 
A lost one must he be for aye. 
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Half Witch — helaw. 

Long follow I, with tripping tread, 
The others how so far ahead ? 
When I'm at home no rest I've got 
Here, truly too — I get it not 

Chorus of Witches, 

Salve gives the witch courageous mood. 

And for a sail a rag is good ; 

A good boat, every trough supplies, 

To-day who flies not, never flies. 

And whilst we range the summit round, 

Glide ye beneath along the ground ; 

Far as it stretches, cover ye 

The heath with swarm of witchery ! 

\They alight. 

MephisiopheUs. 

A pressing, pushing, slipping, clattering rabble ! 
They whisper, twirl — they pull about, they gabble. 
The lightning, sputtering, burning and foul scent, 
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A true witch element ! 
Keep close to me, or quickly we may part 
Where art thou ? 

Faust 

Here 1 

« 

Mephistophdes, 

There hurried off thou art ! ! 
Then my house right am I compelled to start. 
Room there — Squire Voland comes — sweet people, place ! 
Here, Doctor ! grasp me tight — now at one race 

Let us from out this throng get free ! 

'Tis too mad even for the like of me. 
Near us, gleams somewhat of the strangest glare, 
And something draws me to those bushes there ; 
Come on — come on — and step in there must we. 



Faust 

Gainsaying Spirit on ! thou mayst me lead,- 
Yet must I think it very sagely done. 
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To Brodcen, on Walpurgb Night, indeed, 
To foot it^ and then dioose to be alone ! 

See now what motley flame there gleams ! 
A merry club assembled seems 
Alone, we're not, in a small set 

luzust 

But be above I'd rather yet. 
Already glow and eddying smoke I view. 
The crowd streams on to meet the Evil one. 
There many a problem must be solved anon. 

Mephistopheles. 

But many a problem knotted too, — 
Let thou the great world on carouse 
And here in quiet let us house. 
Long has it been a wont traditional 
That in the great world formed is many a small 
Young witches see I there exposed and nude. 
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Old ones their charms that sensibly seclude ; 

Be social for my sake at any rate, 

Small is the trouble, and the sport is great 

What instruments are those I sounding hear ? 

Curst clang 1 we must get used to it, I fear. 

Come thou with me — it must go on, this din — 

I first step on, and then I hand thee in, 

And soon will find for thee another mate ; — 

What say'st thou, friend ? no small place that, to rate 

There look along — ^the end you scarce divine, 

A hundred fires are blazing in a line. 

Dance, cook — prate, drink, make love, do all the lot, 

Now tell me where a better could be got 1 

Faust, 

Devil or Wizard — ^which the guise you wear. 
When you propose to introduce us there ? 

Mcphisiophdes, 

I am much used to go incognito — 

Our orders, yet, on gala days we show — 
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The Garter don't distinguish me ; doth suit, 
For honoured 'tis at home, the cloven foot — 

See'st thou that snail there, — ^it crawls on about, 
And with its feeler-garnished mouth 
Hath it already, rather smelt me out — 
Could not deny me, if I wished, in sooth — 

Come on — from fire to fire along we hover — 

I search recruits — ^thou art the wooing lover. 

[To some people sitting by dying embers. 

Old sirs — what do you at the end there hid ? 

I'd prize you were you fairly in the mid — 

Circled by riot and youth revelry. 

At home, enough alone, I'd think you'd be. 

General. 

Who ever would in nations put his trust ? 
However much for them he may have done — 
For with the people, as with women, must 
Youth be for ever more the upper one. — 

Minister. 
From the right path, they're now too far astray — 
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Commend me ever to your good men old. 
In very truth when we had all to say — 
Then, only then, the real age of gold. 

Parvenu, 

We were not stupid — that is very true — 

Yet often did the thing that was not right — 
But upside down, is all turned o'er anew, 

i 

Just when our wish it was, to keep things straight. 

Author. 

Who is there now-a-days content to read 
A book composed with ordinary wit. 

Then the young fry — why, as for them indeed 
They never, never were so saucy yet 

Mephistopheles. 
{In a moment appearing in extreme old age). 

Ripe the folk feel I for the Judgment day. 
As this last time I climb the Witches' Mount — 

When runs my barrel out, this muddy way — 
The world is on the lees, depend ye on't 
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Witch Dealer in frippery. 

Ye gentlemen — thus pass not by — 

This chance, let it not slip away, — 
Survey my wares with careful eye, 
Of many varied sorts are they. 
Within my booth there is no ware 
With which can aught on earth compare — 
That hath not served with aptest skill 
To work some time for human ill — ' 
No dagger is there here whence blood flowed not- 
No cup, from which to one of health mature, 
Poison has not poured forth, consuming, hot. 
No finery, sweet woman did not lure 
To fall — no sword alliance did not break, 
Or somewhere stab a foeman in the back. — 

MephistopheleB, 

My cousin — you don't know the times, not you- 
What's done is past — what's past is done — 

Bestir yourself to lay in stock anew, 
Attract us novelties alone. — 
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Faust 

I must look out, I must have careful heed. 
This seems to me a curious fair indeed ! 

Meyhistopheles, 

Are striving upward all the bubbling throng 1 
You think you*re pushing ! You are pushed along. 

Faust 
Who then is that ? 

Mephistophdes. 

Take a good look at her, 
Tis Lilith. 

Faust 

Who? 

Mcphistopheies, 

Adam's first wife — beware 
Of her fine locks, of which she makes parade 
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That ornament unique. — Doth she ensnare 
With them a youth — he doth not soon evade. 

Faust. 

Here sit there two — ^that old one with the young — 
To heart's desire they have abready sprung ! — 

Mephistophdes. 

Of that there is no pause to-day, 
A fresh dance called 1 — ^We take them — come away. 

Faust {advancing to the Young one), 

A pleasant dream one time had 1. 
An apple tree did I descry ; 
Two pretty apples on it shone. 
They charmed me, — I climbed up anon. 

The Pretty One. 

After the little apples thou 
Lustest from Paradise till now. 
Overjoyed I feel that such a pair 
This garden of my own should bear. 
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Mephistopheles, 

And once a rakish dream had I, 
A riven tree did I descry. — 



The Old One. 

I would commend my best salute 
Unto the knight of cloven foot. 

Proktophantasmist* 

What bold presumption — ye accursed crew, 
Did I not long ago distinctly prove 
On ordinary feet no spirits move ? — 

And now you dance, just as we mortals do. 

The Pretty One {dancing). 
Unto our ball ! What is it brings you there ? — 

♦ F. Nicolai, bookseller in Berlin, a disbeliever in all spiritual 
manifestation, and whose presumption exposed him to the ridicule 
of the literary men of his time. He made himself peculiarly absurd 
in his later years by a narrative of certain experiences with the dead, 
and of the mode he adopted for relief. Mephistopheles on his de- 
parture alludes to the mode — (p. 289). 
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Faust {dancing. 

Eh ! He is every where — 
How others dance, 'tis he must rate 
When 'gainst each step he cannot prate, 
*Tis just as if there ne'er had been such dance — 
He's most disturbed, the moment we advance — 
If in a circle you should choose to wheel, 
As is his wont to do in his old mill, 
Tis possible he may — then call it good. 
In special, if his counsel ask you should. — 

ProktophantasmisU 

There are you still — the like was ne'er to hear — 

Off with you ! We have made the matter clear. 

The devils pack — doth every rule despise — 

Tegel is haunted, though we are so wise. — 
How long this madness, I've outsweeping been. 

And still — unheard of this — ^it is not clean ! 

The Pretty One, 
Do cease to give annoyance in this place. 
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ProktopharUasmist 

Spirits — I say it to your lace — 
The Spirit tyranny I won't permits 
My Spirit is to practise such — unfit. 

\They dance otu 
To-day I make no way, or I mistake, 
But yet IVe travelled, and that's something too I — 
And hope I, ere my own last step I make, 
The Devil and the poets to subdue. 

Mephisto'pheUs^ 

He'll squat down in some puddle without fail — 
For to that style of solace he's inured — 

And when horse leeches on his hide regale, 
Of spirits, and of spirit, is he cured, 

\To Faust ^ who has left thedame. 

Why did you let the pretty maiden go ? 
That mid the dance so sweetly sung ? 

Faust 

Ah ! when her song was half way through, 
A red mouse from her mouth outsprung. 

T 
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Mephisiopheles, 

We're not particular — that's nothing — nay 
Enough it is, that the mouse was not gray, 
Who minds such like in lover's happy hour ? 

Faust 
Then saw I. — 

Mephisiopheles, 

What? 

Faust 

Mephisto — see'st thou there 
Standing a pale fair child — far off — alone, 
Lingering, she passeth onward from the spot. 
She seems to slide along on fetter'd foot. 
It doth appear to me I see my own — 
My kindly Gretchen, 

Mephistophdes, • 

Tis a magic feat ! 
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Agreeable to none — ^let it alone — 
Lifeless — a shadowy shape — not safe to meet — 
Man's blood benumbs before that rigid gaze, 
He's well nigh turned to stone ! Medusa's ways ! 
Hast thou not heard of her a somewhat said ? 

Faust. 

The eyes I see are those of one that's dead — 
Eyes that no loving hand, hath closed to rest. 

The bosom 'tis that Gretchen offered — 
And the sweet form it is, that I possessed. 

Mephistopheles, 

That is the charm — thou easy cheated fool — 

To each in loved one's form she comes — her rule.— 

Faust 

What rapture, yet what agony of heart ! 
1 cannot— cannot, from that gaze depart ! 
How strange — one single band of reddish hue 
Than a knife's back no broader 'tis — should deck 

That lovely neck ! 
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Mephistopheles, 

It is all right — I see it too — 
Her head within her arms too, she might bear, 

For Theseus cut it off for her — 
Wil! this delusion lust, be never still ? — 
Come onward with me, to that low crowned hill. 
As on the Prater, there, 'tis gay — 
And if I*m not bewitched I'd say 
I see a theatre — what is't you play ? 

SetvibiliB. 

Straight we begin — new piece — of seven, the last — 
To play so many— is our wont to do — 

A dilettante's w^ork — the parts are cast 
Mid delettanti — too. 

You would forgive me, sirs — if I withdrew — 
To raise the curtain, that is my delight ! 

Mephistopheles, 

That I meet you on Blocksberg, find I right — 
It is the very place that suiteth you. 
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WALPURGIS NIGHT'S DREAM ; 

OR, 
THE GOLDEN WEDDING 

OF 
OBERON AND TITANIA. 

Interlude. 

Superintendent of Theatrical Decoration. 

We the active sons of Meeding 
Have here for once repose to-day. 

For valley dank and hoary mountain, 
Now all our scenery are they ! 

Herald. 

That golden may the wedding be 
Full fifty years must need run oe'r — 

'Tis goWen, rather called by me 

Since their long discord dures no more. 
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Oberon, 

If where I am, ye, spirits, be. 
So come ye at this hour to view — 

The King and Queen allied are they, 
Wedlock binds them now anew. 

Puck. 

Cometh Puck — cross-wise to wind him. — 
A merry round he comes to dance — 

Hundreds are there, that behind him 
Together to rejoice, advance. — 

Arid, 

Ariel ! — He song bestirreth 
The melody of Heaven, clear, 

Many a face distort, it lureth. 
But then it lureth, too, the fair. 

Oberon, 

Ye spouses — ^anxious to agree 

From us twain now the manner read,- 
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If loving are the pair to be, 
Just part them ! — that is all you need 



If sulks the husband, whims the wife — 
Then seize the two without delay. 

Unto the south straight bear Her off, 
And Him, to furthest north convey. — 



Orchestra, 
Tutti'fortissimo. 

The snout of fly, and nose of gnat. 
With their own kin of all degrees. 

The green frog — cricket of grass plat, 
Here, the musicians \ — they are these \ 



Sd0. 

Behold that bagpipe coming near ! 
See there the soapy bubble goes 1 
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The dull, deep droning drivel hear — 
Snort through his snubby, stumpy nose I 

A Spirit just forming itself. 

A paddock belly — spider foot. 

A tiny winglet, hath this wight— 
An animalcule is it not, 

But 'tis of poesy a mite. — 

A Little Pair. 

Tiny step and lofty skipping 
Mid fragrant odour, honey dew. 

Quite enough for me, your tripping, 
But not into the air, 'tis true. — 

Inquisitive Traveller.* 

Is this not jesting masquerade ? 

What ! can I on my eyes rely? 
That Oberon, the handsome God 

To-day him also here see I. 

* Nicolai — before alluded to. 
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Orthodox* ' 

No claw he hath — no tail to show, 
But yet undoubted doth it stand. 

That he is but a Devil too, 
Just like your gods of Grecian land. 

Northern Artist, 

A sorry sketch is all to-day 

That I can get, it seems to me — 

Yet thus betimes prepare I may 
For travelling in Italy. 

Purist,\ 

Ah ! my bad luck me hither drew ! 

WTiat a loose life they're leading here ! 
Of all the gathered witches crew, 

But two of them do powder wear. — 

* Stolberg — ^who had sharply criticised the ** Gods of Greece " of 
Schiller. 

t Joachim Heinrich Campe — the language purifier, who in the 
*' Xenien " makes appearance as a frightful washerwoman. 
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Young l^itck. 

Powder as petticoat is fit 
Alone for women old and gray ! 

So naked on my ram I sit. 
And a sound body I display. 

Matron. 

We're better manner'd, are we not 
Than to be sulking with you here ? — 

But hope I — you may go to rot, 
All young and tender as you are. 

Leader of Band, 

Ye ! snout of fly and nose of gnat 
Around that stark one buzz not you ! 

Ye ! green frog — cricket of grass plat, 
Keep ye well on, in measure true. 

Weathercock {to one side). 

Good company ! as wish we can ! 
Why real brides are they in truth, 
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And bachelors ! all to a man, 
Most promising upon my faith ! 

{To the other side.) 

. And if there openeth not the ground 
To gulp you all up, in a lot, 
Then will I with an active bound 
Make off to Hell, upon the spot 

Xenien, 

With our sharp and tiny nippers 
As insects here we evidence. — 

Satan, that kind papa of ours, 
Becomingly to reverence. — 

Ifennings.* 

Observe but how, in pressing band 

They all together artless jest ! 

And then they tell us at the end 

That kindly hearts they had possessed. 

* Frederick yon Hennings, a Dane, who had attacked the 
••Xenien." 
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MtissagetJ'' 

Mid this witch company indeed 
Fm but too glad myself to lose-^ 

For I'd know better them to lead 
I freely own it, than the muse. — 

Cidevant Genius of the Time,\ 

With the right sort men are somewhat — 
Come here to me and grasp my gown. 

Blocksberg — Parnassus German, that, 
Hath a broad summit of its own.^ 

Inquisitive Traveller, % 

Tell me his name that stiff starch man, 

With an exalted step he goes — 
He snuffles as he snuffle can 

On Jesuit scent he pokes his nose. — 

* Under this name Hennings published a sequel to his former 
attack. 

t Again, Hennings — In his ** Genus of the Time,** he assigned to 
all who joined him a place on the German Parnassus. 

% Nicolai, again — his taste for hunting out Jesuits gained him the 
title of the Jesuit Smeller. 
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Crane, 

, I like to fish in waters clear, 
Aye, and in muddy waters too. 
The pious man, so see you here 
Also with devils have to do. 

Worldling, 

Yes — for the pious — trust to me, 
All is to them a vehicle ! 

And upon Blocksberg here do they 
Form many a conventicle. 

Dancer, 

There cometh a fresh band indeed — 
I hear the roll of drums afar — 

Heed not — the bitterns in the reed, 
In screaming unison, they are. — 

Dancing Master, 

How every one his leg lifts up ! 
As he best can, how backs he out 
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The bandy spring, the clumsy hop, 
And how it looks, that heed they not 



A yovicU Fdlow. 

How that riff-raff hate one another ! 

Right glad would each the other slay ; 
The bagpipe brings them here together, 

As Orpheus' lyre the beasts — one day. 



Dogmatist 

Confused I won't be, catch ye me, 
Or by critique, or yet by doubt — 

The Devil, he must somewhat be — 
How could there devils be, without !- 



Idealist 

Idealism to my mind 

Is here of too overbearing sway- 
True, if I be the All— I find 

That I am fairly mad to-day. — 



'I 
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Realist 

Torments me Realism, quite, 
And it cannot but grieve me sore — 

I don't stand firm upon my feet, 
llie like ne'er chanced to me before.- 

Supernaturalist 

With much of pleasure am I here, 
With these I feel of joyous mood. 

For from these devils here, infer 
May I, existent, spirits good. 

Sceptic, 

On track of feeble flame they wait, 

And think themselves the treasure near- 
Doubt — Devil — they alliterate. 
So am I in the right place here. — 

Leader of Band, 

Ye ! green frog — cricket of grass plat, 
Accursed Dilettanti crew, — 
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Ye ! snout of fly and nose of gnat, 
A pretty set of fiddlers you ! 

The Versatile. 

Sans-souci' — so is named the band 
Of creatures pleasure-seeking, bred — 

We lost the way on feet to stand, 
And so we go upon the head. — 

The Helpless. 

Once were we parasites for food, 

But now " Good-bye" to that — 'tis done — 
Our shoes are thoroughly danced out, 

And on our naked soles we run. — 



Wais-c'-ihe-Wisp. 

From forth the marshes we advance — 
The marshes whence we first outsprung- 

But here we also come to dance. 
Glittering gallants mid the throng. — 
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FaiitTtg Star, 

I've just shot hither from on high, 
And in a star and fiery shine — 

Now on the grass athwart I lie — 

Who helps me on these legs of mine ? 

The Clumsy Rude Ones. 

Room round about ! make room there, you ! 

Down-trod the slender grass blades go — 
Spirits are coming— spirits too. 

They have their sturdy limbs to show ! 

Fuck, 

Like young elephants, don't ye 
Tread so heavily your way — 

And let Puck, the sturdy be, 
Himself the heaviest to-day. 

Ariel (addressing the Elves), 

Nature gave you in her love. 

Spirit, gave you wings to fly. 

u 
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Follow my light track above 
Where the rose-decked mountains He. 



ORCHESTRA. 

Pianissimo, 

Clearing off are overhead 

Cloud drift, veiling misty spray ! — 
Air in grove and wind in reed ! 

Vanished hath it all away. — 



A GLOOMY DAY. 

The Country. 
^AUST — Mephistopheles. 

Faust. 

In misery— in despair— long and in misery, a wanderer 
on the earth, and now in a dungeon ! — In prison ! — A 
criminal, and to terrible agony — that gracious— unfor- , 
tunate being — has it come to this — to this ! Traitorous, 
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worthless Spirit ! and thou hast hidden this from me. — 
Stand thou there — Stand ! Roll thy devilish eyes in thy 
fury. — Stand and defy me by thine intolerable presence ! 
— In prison ! — ^in prison ! in irretrievable misery-^in 
the hands of evil Spirits and of feelingless judging man. 
— And thou hast rocked me in tasteless diversion, hast 
concealed from me her waxing wretchedness, and hast 
allowed her to perish unaided. 

Mephistopheles. 
She is not the first ! 

Faust, 

Dog— detestable monster — Transform him, thou infinite 
Spirit ! Turn the worm again into the cur shape he 
wore, when it was his nightly, pleased fashion to trot on 
before me— to roll at the feet of the harmless wanderer, 
and hang upon the shoulders of the man tottering to his 
fall. — Turn him once more into his favourite form, that 
he may crawl before me in the sand — and that I may 
plant my heel upon him 1 — Abject hound that he is ! — not 
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« 
the first ! Piteous ! piteous ! a woe that no human soul 

can grasp, that more than one created being hath sunk 

into this depth of wretchedness, that the first victim 

satisfied not the guilt of all the rest in that writhing death 

agony in the sight of the All-Forgiving. — It stirreth me in 

marrow, in life, the misery of this one. And thou 

grinnest calmly over the fate of thousands ! 

Mephistopheles, 

We have again reached the very limit of our wit — the 
point where you men go mad — why did'st thou make 
community with us — when thou can*st not sustain it to 
the end ? — would!st thou fly, nor be sure against dizziness ? 
— did we thrust ourselves on thee — or did*st thou thyself" 
upon us ? 

Faust 

Show not thy ravenous tusks to me — I loathe it. Thou 
great and noble Spirit that did'st deign to reveal Thyself 
to me — Thou who knowest my heart and my soul 
— wherefore dost thou rivet me to such companionship 
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— to one who pastures on evil and refreshes himself with 
ruin. 

Me^histopheles. 
Hast thou done ? 

Faust 

Save her — or woe to thee. — Curse the most terrible, 
upon thee, for thousands of years. 

Mephistophdes. 

I cannot loosen the chains of the avenger — I cannot 
draw back his bolts — save her ! ! — ^Who thrust her to 
destruction ? — I or thou ? 

(Faust gazes wildy round,) 
Would'st thou grasp at the thunderbolt? Well that it 
was not given to you miserable mortals ! — dash him to 
earth who innocently answers thee ! — a tyrant fashion that, 
to relieve thyself in an embarrassment. 

Faust 
Bring me to her — she must be free. 



Mephisiophdes, 

And the danger thou affrontest ! Blood guiltiness, 
and by thy hand, still lieth over the town — above the 
dwelling of the murdered man accusing spirits hover, and 
keep watch for the returning murderer. 

Faust. 

This too from thee ! — The murder and death of the 
whole world upon thee 1 Monster lead me hence, I say, 
and free her. 

Mephisiopheles, 

I lead thee, and what I can do, hear thou. — Have I 
all power in Heaven and on earth ? — I darken the keeper's 
!senses — thou ! make thyself master of the keys, and bear 
"her off with a human hand — I watch — the enchanted 
steeds are in readiness — I bear you both away — this I 
can do. 

Fau9t. 
Away, and to the work. 
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NIGHT. 

Open Country. 
Faust — Mephistophexes. — (On black steeds 

that snort along.) 

What weave they there around the gallows tree ? 

Mephis/iopheks, 
I know not what it is — they cook, prepare. 

FausU 
They flit, up, down — ^they bead— ^hey stoop. 

' MephistopheUs^ 
A Witches Festival ! 

Faust 
They sprinkle— consecrate ! 
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Mephisiophdes. 
^)eed past. Speed past 



A Prison. 

Faust {^ih keys and lamp — at a torn door). 

Long unwont shuddering grasps me — grasps me all 

The woe, that of humanity hath part — 
Here dwdleth she, behind this dank stone wall. 
Her crime ! delusion of a gracious heart — 
To go to her — thou lingering art ! 
Again to see her dost thou fear ? 
On, whilst thy trembling tarrielh — Death comes near. 
\He grasps the lock. — Singing from within. 
My mother — the wretch 
That hath killed me. 
My father, the rogue, 

That hath eaten me. — 
Little sister, my own ! 
She hath lifted the bone, — 
In fresh earth laid it by-^ 
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Then a pretty wood bird became I. 
Fly off with thee— fly !^* 

Faust 

Forebodes she not her lover's listening ears, 
That the chain clank — the rustling straw he hears ! 

Margaret {hiding herself in her bed). 
They come ! oh ! bitter death.— Woe. Woe. 

Faust 
Be still — I come to set thee free. — 

Margaret (ratling herself ai his feet). 
If man thou art — feel for my agony. — 



* An old l^end. The mother-in*law kills the child, and lets its 
father eat it The little sister gathers the bones from below the 
table, and buries them under a juniper tree. The tree shakes, and 
the soul of the child flies out in form of a bird. It sings on the 
tree, and as the step-mother comes under it, lets a stone fall, which 
kills her. 
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Thoul't wake die watchers if dioa criest sa — 

[He grasps the chains to unloose them. 

Margaret (on her knees). 

Who Headsman did to thee this might 

Over me give ? 

Thou comest for me at the dead of night ! 

Have pity on me — let me live — 

Early to-monow morning ? — ^not too long ? — 

{She stands up. 
And then I am so young — so young ! — 
So suddenly to die ! 
Fair was I too— there did my ruin lie — 
Near was the friend — now is he far — 
Torn lies the wreath — the flowers they scattered are !- 
Grasp me not, with so strong an arm-- 
Spare me. — How have I done thee harm ? 
Let me not supplicate in vain. 
Thee have I not, in all my lifetime seen. — 

Faust. 
Can I this agony endure ? 



315 

Margaret. 

Now am I all within thy power — 
Let me but only, first, suckle the child again — 

I pressed it to my^ heart the long night through 
They took it from me, just to give me pain — 
And that I murdered it — they say that, too — 
And never more I'll happy be — 
They sing songs about me. — It is bad of the people 
though — . 

'Tis an old ballad endeth so. 
Who bade them point it at me ? 

I'aiist (casting hitnsdf on the floor), 

A lover at thy feet doth lie — 
These piteous fetters to untie — 

Margaret {casting herself beside him). 

Oh ! let us kneel upon the saints to call ! — 
See 1 the steps below, 
'Neath the threshold, glow, 

The fires of Hell ! 

The Evil One, 
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With rage of appalling fear 
Makes crashing din ! — 

Faust {in a loud voice), 
Gretchen — my Gretchen dear. — 

Margaret. 

*Tis th« friend's voice I hear ! 

\She springs up — the chains fall off. 
Where is he — I heard him call 
I am free — stop me none shall — 
To his neck will I fly, 
On his bosom lie. 
He called " Gretchen " — on the threshold he stood — 
Mid the sounding and howling of all Hell*s brood — 
Their tierce and their devilish mockery through. 
The trader, die loving voice I knew. 

Rust 
TisL 
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Margaret 

Thou 'tis ? — oh ! say it once again — 
Tis he ! 'tis he I — ^Away with all my pain — 
The torment of the prison, of the chain — 
Thou 'tis ? — thou com'st to save me ? 
• I am saved ! — 
The street again I see 
Where for the first time saw I thee — 
The happy garden in my sight, 
Where I and Martha waited thee that night ! 

Faust (endeavouring still to make her go with him). 
Come with me — come. 

Margaret, 

Oh ! stay. 
I do so gladly stay, where stayest thou. — 

\Caressin^ him, 

Faust, 
Haste thee away ! 
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Dost thou not haste thee now 
Twill cost us dear. 



Margaret 

What ! how is this ! 
And no more can'st thou kiss ! — 
So short a time away from me — and yet^ 
Friend, how to kiss dost thou forget ? 
Why feel I on thy neck such fear, 

When from thy lips once, from thy look 
A Heaven — all, all, pressed on me near. 
And thou did'st kiss, as if thou would'st me choke ? 

Kiss me ! 
Or I kiss thee ! 

\She embraces him. 

Woe ! thy lips are cold — 

They are dumb ! 
Where can thy love be ? 
Who stole it from me ? 

[Turning from him. 
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Faust, 

Come thou — oh ! come 1 
Follow me, love, be- but in courage bold — 
III clasp thee with a passion thousand fold. 
But only follow me ! I ask no more. — 

Margaret {turning to htm), - 
And is it thou then — thou too — art thou sure ? 

Faust, 
Tis I — oh, come. 

Margaret, 

The fetters loose to make ! 
And me unto thy breast again to take ! 
How is't thou dost not shrink my face to see. 
Know'st thou my friend, who is it, thou would'st free. — 

Faust, 
Come ! come ! already the deep night doth wane. — 
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Margaret. 

My mother I have slain. — 
I have drowned my child — ^was it not given 

To thee and me, by Heaven ? — 
To thee too — ^thou 1 — yet it would scarcely seera- 

Give me thy hand. — It is no dream ! 
Thy dear hand give me — ah ! but it is wet ! 
Cleanse it dry yet — 
I think there is blood thereon — 
My God ! What hast thou done ? 
Put up thy sword 
I implore of thee. 

• 

Faust 

Of what is past, oh ! be no further word. 
Thou killest me. 

Margaret, 

No ! bide behind, must thou — 
Of the graves, I'll tell thee now. 
Thou must order them right 
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' By the morn's first light. — 

^. For the mother the best place choose, 

And my brother beside her — dose — 
Me — a little aside, 

Only not too wide — 

And the little one, let it rest 

On my right breast-^ 

No one else beside me, doth lie — 

At thy side, once to nestle nigh. 

That was a sweet, a blessed weal — 

But never, never more 'twill be — 

As needed I to force myself on thee, 

As if thou backward thrusted'st me, I feel. 

And yet thou look'st so good, so kind — thou art 1 



Faust. 



Feel'st thou I am so, then with me depart ! 



Margaret 
From this cell out ? 
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FausL 

Unto the open air. — 

Margaret 

Is the grave without ? — 

Lurketh Death there ? 
So come ! — from hence to eternal slumber bed — 

Not a foot further tread ! — 
Thou goest now. — Oh ! Heinrich, could I too ! 



Faust 

Thou can'st — resolve — there is no more to do — 
The door stands open wide. — 

Margaret 

I dare not forth — 
For me — there is no hope upon this earth — 
What good weie flight? They watch me where I go — 
To be compelled to beg, it is such woe — 
And with an evil conscience too. 
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In stranger places — ^'tis so sad to stray. 

And they would seize me too — I'm sure would they ! 

Faust 
I will abide with thee. — 

Margaret 

No delay — no delay ! 

Save thy poor child — away, 

Off — over the road, 

By the streamlet, up. 

Over the bridge 

Into the wood, 

To the left — where the plank is — 

In the pond 1 

Grasp at it ! quick ! 

It will raise itself, 'twill — 

It struggles stilL 

Save ! Save I 

Faust 

Oh ! cease thou thus to rave — 
Only one step and thou art free !^ 
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Margaret 

Oh ! that but past the hill were we ! 
There, sitteth my mother upon a stone, 

A cold hand grasps me -by the hair. 
There, sitteth my mother ufKDn a stone, — 
Her head too and fro she waveth there — 
She moves not, beckons not, heavy her head all o'er — 
She slept so long — she wakes no more — 
She slept that we might be blessed whilst she sleeping 
lay — 

Happy times were they \ 

Faust 

Nought I can say availeth — ^vain all prayer. 

To bear thee hence with me — then thus I dare. — 



Marfford. 

Touch me not, thou — I brook no violence — 
Seixe thou me not with such a murderous hold. 
All else, for love, IVe done for thee of cdd. 
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Faust, 
The day dawns. — Dearest, dearest — Hence, oh hence !- 



Margaret 

Day — the last day thrusts on — the day dawns — yea — 

It should have been my bridal day ! 
That thou already hast with Gretchen been— to no one 
say. 

For my wreath — woe — woe ! — 

All is over then — 

We shall meet again. 

At the dance not, though — 
The multitude press and yet no sound it makes I 

The squares — streets along — 

Cannot hold the throng. — 
The death bell tolls, and the judgment wand ! — it breaks ! 

How they bind and clutch me there ! 

They have dragged me on to the scaffold chair ! 
To every neck, doth the keen edge jerking thrill 
That to mine jerks — 

As the grave doth the world He still. 
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Faust 
Would I had never looked upon the sun ! — 

Mephistophdes (appearing outside^ 

Up or you're lost — ^be done ! 
Useless, this trembling, lingering, prattling ever. 

My coursers shiver. — 
Mom breaks around ! 

Margaret. 

\Vhat is it riseth from the ground ? 
He ! He !— out with him for the love of Grace, 
\\*hat seeketh he in the holy place ? 
He seeketh me ! 

Thou shah Ure ! 



Judgmoit of God — to thee mjsdf I grrc — 



Come, or I leave diee to dij &e ! 
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Margaret, 

Thine am I, Father — save, I supplicate ! 
Ye holy hosts — ^Ye angels, ye 
Encamp around ! — oh ! keep ye me — 
Heinrich — I feel in dread of thee ! — 

Mephistopheles, 
She is doomed. — 

(Voice from on high!) 
She is saved. 

Mephistopheles (to Faust,) 
Hither to me. 



[Disappears with Faust. 



Voice {from within dying ctway^ 
Heinrich — Heinrich. — 



S, Cowan and Co., Printers^ Perth. 



L 



/ 



^ 

^ 



